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ADAMsSs TUTTI YRUO PDL, 


VV ELI is Bi 


< ADAMS TUTTI-FRUTTI “Sum: iim TUTTI-FRUTTI 


is now regarded by the Ladis of the Unzted States as an elegaiit 
| Confection, it is not generally known that it is a wonderful aid .o 
| digestion, and is endorsed and recommended by such emine:t 
authorities as Professor Doremus, and Professor Norman Tat... 
City Analyst of Liverpool England, 


AS SIMPLY INVALUABLE FOR 
INDIGESTION *” DYSPEPSIA. 


WHICH WINS? DELICIOUS AND REFRESHING.—N. F. World. 
IMPROVES THE APPETITE. 
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Tae Pueasant Vautey Wave Co|GRAND UNION HOTEL 


OPPOSITE GRAND CENTRAL DEPOT, 


_ =a City. 


RHEIMS, STEUBEN CO., N. Y. 





This is the Finest Champagne pro- 
duced in America, and compares favor- 


ably with European Vintages. 





A Natural Genuine Champagne, 
Jermented in the bottle, two years 


being required to perfect the Wine. 





SWEET CATAWBA, DRY GATAWBA AND PORT. ve Stew Jorx, cr. | 
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Dining Rooms, Café and Lunch Counters, a /a car/e, at moderate prices. 


FOR PRICES, ETC., ADDRESS, Guests’ BaGGaGE TO AND FROM GRAND CENTRAL DEPOT FREE. 


Rooms where ladies and gentlemen may check valises, coats, par- 


D. BAUDER , Sec’y. cels, etc., without charge. 


Travelers arriving wa Grand Central Depot save Carriage-hire and 
Baggage Express by stopping at the Grand Union. 


New York Agents, H. B. KIRK & CO. W. D. GARRISON, 


Manager 
HIGHEST AWARDS AT BXHISITIONS ® 6 ; 


YeLheON BROTHERS, 
ese Importers and Manufacturers 


’ 
823 BROADWAY, Sar 


iiss: a a ae aa 600 Handsomely Furnished Rooms at $1.00 per day and upward, 
Port are, like all our Wines, made eueoeean PLAN. 

ae Selected ¢ 2, d Pure 

ae ben ane awe =) FIRST-CLASS RESTAURANT, 











IN BOTH HEMISPHERES 
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BEDSTEADS AND CRIBS, NEW YORK. ADJUSTABLE CHAIRS, 
Fine Bedding, Easy Chairs, 
SPRING BEDS, Etc. INVALID, PROPELLING 


Novelties in Brass Furniture. SEND FOR CATALOGUE, FREE, and Physicians’ Chairs. 
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GRANT HAMILTON, ZIM, VICTOR GILLAM, M. WOOLF, SYDNEY B. GRIFFIN, J. TH. SMITH, S. DD. EHRITART, 
A. S. DAGGY, ALFRED MITCHELL, T. S SULLIVANT, A. D. BLASHFIELD, CHARLES 
H. JOHNSON, HAL. HURST, EMIL FLOHRI, AND OTHERS. 


THE POEMS AND STORIES BY WELL-KNOWN WRITERS. 


NEW YORK: 
THE JUDGE PUBLISHING COMPANY. 


1889. 
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“—_then attend to the natural hinge at 


the back muscles pliable ; the waist —backward —— 











‘* Now comes the exercise for benefiting “Reckon I'll take a turn myself.” 


the wind, and —— ‘You'll excuse me if I rest a moment,” 

















BEST THINGS 


to support.” 
FRIEND—* Why, you are just married.”’ 
Mrs, YOUNG 





FROM 


A GOOD EXCUSE. 


Mrs. YOUNG (/0 friend seeking $ for aid society)—“ 1 can’t afford to give you much, for I have a large family 





JUDGE. 





‘*Yes, but our servant has a mother and eight children depending on her for food.” 
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NOW AND 


OrFicerk Ke..ey -‘‘Slather me av Oi doan’ give thor bhlack Oyctalian wan 


It's immigration that’s runein’ thish land,” 


“ren, 


bee, tir 
















































PERILS OF STYLE. 

They do things decorously when they can up in 
Winnepeg. <A lord bishop from the Canadian 
dominion visited one of the established church 
magnates there recently, and was treated with 
high ceremony. His grace was late at breakfast 
one morning, and the rector’s wife, becoming un- 
easy, instructed her maid-of-all-work as follows : 
‘*Go up to his grace’s door, Bridget, and knock 
gently, and when the bishop answers, say slowly 
and quietly, just as I do, ‘My lord, breakfast 
waits.’” The hostess listened, and heard Bridget’s 
clump, clump, clump upon the stairs. Then a 
brawny bang upon the bishop’s door, and the 
following : 

Bisuop { genily from inside)—‘‘ What is it?” 

Brincet (loudly from outside)—‘‘ My God! Come 
to breakfast! It’s a-waitin’ !” 











A DISINTERESTED LOVER. 

**IT hope, my son,” said a kind mother, ‘‘ that 

you have not fallen in love with Miss Sylph just 
because she has a pretty figure.” 

‘‘No, indeed,” he replied. ‘*The only figure 

that has influenced me is the one her father has.” 






Officer Kelley's appearance in America in 1840, on a trunk. 













BEST ‘THINGS 


THE REASON WHY. 


HE did not speak to me, tho'I 

Am sure she saw me passing by. 

Capricious sex! now who would 
know 


im > ere She was my sweetheart long ago 
4 4 YU yp e y : > ‘Ss ’ 
Yip And gave my ardor sigh for sigh? 


Her glance still mocks an April sky, 
Her cheeks a mermet rose outvie ; 
I credit all her graces, though 

She did not speak 


Has she forgot love’s tender tie, 
That bound us each his sworn ally ? 
The vows we pledged for weal or woe, 
The kisses we exchanged ? 
My wife was with me; that is why 


She did not speak. 
EVA WILDEK MC GLASSON, 





FROM JUDGE. 


SHE HAD NEVER SEEN A TELEPHONE. 
Mr. Barrett kept a general store at Mount Morris. 
‘‘An’ what de yez think of Misther Barrutt?” asked an Irish 

woman of a neighbor the other day. 

‘Oi think Mr. Barrutt ez a foine man,” responded the one ad- 
dressed. 

‘‘ Will, thin, Oi don't,” continued the first speaker. ‘‘ Do yez 
belave it, Missus Maginnis, Oi went into Misther Barrutt’s sthore 
yisterday marnin’ wid de intinshun of buyin’ some mackerel. 
Dinnis, yez knows, ez fond of mackerel. Misther Barrutt stud 
wid his face to a hole in the wall, an’ jist ez Oi enthered he said 
‘Hello, hello!’ Oi said ‘Hello, hello!’ myself. Misther Barrutt 
thin repated his remark, ‘ Hello, hello !’and Oi said ‘ Hello, hello!’ 
agin. Misther Barrutt thin acted mad loike, an’ widout turnin’ 
his face to me, said ‘Hello, Lackawanny dapow!’ an’ whin he 
called me Lackawanny dapow Oi wuz that insulted that I lift the 
sthore widout the mackerel !” 


NOT ONE OF HER HABITS. 
SUNDAY-SCHOOL TEACHER—‘“‘ Jennie, I hope you don’t hang over 
the gate with any young man.” 
Jenntre—‘‘ Oh, no, ma‘am.” 
SUNDAY-SCHOOL TEACHER—I'm very glad to hear you say so.” 
Jennte—‘‘ No, ma’am; father took down the fence day before 
yesterday.” 


ON THE WRONG DONKEY. 


Miss NiMPpHIN— 


(affixing the tail)—**Ym sure I must be right, because I have been keeping my eye on the donkey all the evening.” 





A GRIEVOUS SIN. 


Some of the boys got into the vestry a 
night or two ago, and abstracting the hymn- 
book from the class-leaders’s rack left a 
copy of ‘‘Schenck’s Poker” in its place. 
Mr. Honker led the singing at the rehearsal 
the next evening, and Mr. Honker was near- 
sighted and had lost the windows out of his 
glasses. , 

He ascended the platform, deposited his 
hat and umbrella where he could keep an 
eye on them, and approached the temporary 
rostrum. 

‘** Brevveren,” he began, ‘‘d’ las’ time we 
met dat jubilee song sounded laik a fog- 
whissle gone wrong. We'll try him agin, 
Youll fin d’ words on d’ fo’ty-secun’ page 
— = : obd’ book. Ill say jes’ heah dat if Saul 
Clumpah p’poses t’ sing bass agin he kin go out befo’ d’ anthim 
beguns. Now den!” and he opened the book close to his eyes 
and read slowly and distinctly: ‘‘ A—royal—flush—ef—’greed 
on—befo’—d’—game—counts—high.” 

About one in ten of the assembly had a book and the other 
nine belched out at the top of their lungs: ‘‘A roy—al fl-u—u—ush 
ef gre-ee-d on be-fo’ d’ ga—a—ame counts hi-i-i-gh!” to the tune 
North Hampton, with variations. 

Mr. Honker looked around wildly for a moment and fell out of 
the window back of the parlor organ. 
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We find the fool a pretty smart fellow when we come to make a 
trade with him. 
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A PARK EPISODE. 
OFFICER—“ Here, there, Irish! What in blazes are you doing ?” 
Mr. McPHINN—‘‘ Oi worsint down ft’ N’ Yark fer: ter prochure a greatsale 
fer th’ Wistchister Sons o’ Saint Pathrick lodge, an’ not bein’ able t) buy wan 
Oi t’'aught Oi’d borry this wan. Kim out o’ that, now !” 
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P. GRADY. 
WINES, LIQUURS & CICA 
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THE HALT AT GRADY’S. 


DAUGHTER-OF-THE-SONS-OF-ERIN.—‘f AV anny man'll say pfwhat use 
Oi am, be jabers he kin have th’ kag !” 


FROM JUDGE. 










MA semen . ' 
TAFRE AN rcitil § 


HoGANn (at the park)—**Oi'll ate me hat av Oi iver seen an illipant’s 
thrunk wid a head an it befoor !” 
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A MUDDY DAY. 
GuEst—‘‘Say, Misto Willyums, would you oblige me by puttin’ 
one ob your dash-bo’ds befo’ me—dis mud is sompin’ dreadful.” 





‘Don’t yer want ter buy a Saint Bernar’ pup, mum? 
the snow, mum, if yer have him with yer.” 









AN OFFER WORTH CONSIDERING. 
Yer can’t get lost in 















TERPSICHOREAN. 
STRANGER (in country store)—** Do you do any fancy stamping here ?” 
DEALER—‘‘ No, marm. 

rhumatiz’ hez knocked me out wonderfully, lately.” 


I uster bea great feller fer a clog-dance, but th’ 










































DON’T MEDDLE. 


A moral without a tail. 















BEST THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


GILHOOLY’S FAUX PAS. 


ILHOOLY he was a Dublin mon, 
On the aqueduct commission. 


He had t’ree changes of shirts a 


And esthetics up to raison. 


They would busht a tithing 





And the most av thim wor relations. 
His wife wor Honorah, his daughter Maud, 
His uncle was Livingston Casey, 
His son, Red Mick, was christened Claude 
With the divil a Dermott or Dasey. 


Who has not heard of his big swaree, 
Wid germans and country dances, 

And shampagenny wine all runnin’ as free 
As the Boyne that dimples and dances? 

And the besht av the quolity wurmed their heels 
And rushtled their silks and laces ; 

Gilhooly lukked on at their ructions and reels, 
While his diamond flashed full in their faces. 


SOUND ADVICE. 


‘Doctor, I have caught a terrible cold in the 
head ; what shall I take?” 

The Doctor, aftera moment’s thought, replies: 

‘‘A handkerchief.” 


PHILOSOPHIC UNDER TRYING CIRCUM- 
STANCES, 

When Jones was at the theatre the other eve- 
ning he sat down by mistake on his neighbor's 
hat and reduced it to a hopeless mass of silk 
and pasteboard. 

The owner was madder than half a dozen 
March hares. 

‘Well,” calmly observed the culprit, ‘‘I was 
awkward and no mistake! But,” he added, 
with self-complacent pity, ‘‘when I think that 
it might have been mine it makes me fairly 
shudder.” 


ON THE PERILOUS VERGE. 


‘‘What is that horrible noise in the ante- 
room?” cried the editor, as he leaped up fran- 
tically, thrusting his majority-devouring quill 
into the paste-pot. 

. **Sire,” replied the office-boy, making a low 
salaam, ‘“‘’tis but the contributor who has 
brought you a strong ‘ editorial’ article, whist- 
ling to keep his courage up.” 


Who betthered his low condition, 
From hoisting of bricks to an alderman 


His hands grew soft, his head grew hard, 
His nose was strawberry tinted. 


wake, 


And his fwhis ers and hair was scinted. 


He had bric-a-brac t’ree times a day, 
And Eastlake shtoyle in its saison, 
Wid ceramics cooked in ivery way, 


His conversaziones and musicales 
Would knock the Vanderbilts crazy, 
And as for his banquets and cold regales, 


pig aisy. 


Musha, if you seen the s‘soiety, too, 
That gathered in constellations 
At Gilhooly’s home, on the Avenyoo, 
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But the divil a wurrud you'd hear him shpake, 
You'd t’'ink him a son of King Brian ; 
long as he shtuck to a drink that was wake 
Not a subject but he was fly on. 
ut whin the shampagenny got in his head 
He would shpread his coat-tails for a shindy, 
Then Honorah would huhstle him aff to bed 
And lock ivery door and windy. 


There at his hop was the crame of the town, 
And Gilhooly full, more’s the pity, 
While the mayor and the judes poured shampagenny down 
Till he thought he owned half av the city. 
Then he lepped in the air, coat-tails all abroad, 
Gev a Donnybrook whoop in his glory, 
And says, ‘ Oi kin tek any man in me hod 
And carry him till the fourth shtory !” 


Thin the leddies all scramed and swooned away, 
And the gintlemen thried to scatther; 
But Gilhooly thried wud a shtick to play, 
And some of their noddies to batther. 
Honorah rushed in whin she heard thim fall, 
And she heard Gilhooly gev warnin’, 
‘*We'll pit Erin’s flag on the city hall 
And paint the town green in the mawrnin’.” 


That is why Gilhooly is not au fait, 
Nor embonpoint in his connection, 
His etiquette isn’t quite recherche, 
He's too frappe in his complexion. 
But a betther man never wint.up two shticks, 
Nor into New York s’soiety, 
Though the shampagenny wine pit him up to thricks 
And occasioned Honorah’s anxoiety. 
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NOT UP IN RAILROAD MATTERS. 


MULLIGAN—* An’ what might thim things be with figgers on ’em ?” 
FLAGMAN BropHy—‘‘ Shure, they do be mile stones,” 


MULLIGAN—‘‘ An’ how fur are they apart?” 








SE — ; —— > 
A TENDER REMINISCENCE, 


‘‘ Times are so harrud, Missus Brophy, it’s a pity ye don’t sell ther animal.” , 
««Indade an’ I wud that same, Missus Cazey, ownly ther face iv him remoinds me iv 


me poor dead husband, rest his sowl.” 





BRIC-A-BRAC. 


Mrs. Posttewait—‘‘ Did you notice whether the 


Hastingses had much bric-a-brac in their new house ?” 


Mrs. AttEves—‘‘ They haven’t very much—but wait a 
I did see a snow-shovel in their cellar-way.” 


minute 





MORE ZEAL THAN WISDOM. 


The lady of the house had just returned from a long 


railway journey. 


‘Good heavens!” she called out to her maid-of-all- 
work ; ‘‘here I’ve gone and got a grain of dust in my 


left eye.” 


‘‘Dear sakes o' massey, ma’am !” cried ‘the abigail in 
a great state of excitement, ‘‘I'Ilrun and get the feather 


duster, ma’am.” 


WILLING TO TRY IT. 


Two Irishmen walking along the Bowery stopped 


under a sign printed in Hebrew letters. 
‘*An’ wot's that, Moike ?” asked one. 


ef Oi wuldn’t troi to play it.” 


‘‘Begorra, I dunno! but ef Oi had moi flute, dom me 










8 BEST THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


JUST AS I THOUGHT. 


I do not doubt that you are fair 
And young, and sometimes sweet, 
For I have seen you comb your hair, 
And even wash your feet. 
I sit with scarcely touched cigar, 
And softly, vainly muse 
Upon the curious ways there are 
Of loosening gaiter shoes. 


































Tom Hood has said the moon should beam, 
To show the very things 

Which men should never see. I seem, 
When kindly nature brings 

The hour to elevate my nose 
For its nocturnal tune, 

To find the gas as good for those 

Sweet uses as the moon. 


I wonder that you do not heed The way you leisurely disrobe, 





Your windows, dear, at eve; And fix and unfix things, 
I know you do not know I read Would turn the heads of half the globe, 
You as you'd scarce believe. ‘“ Of captains and of kings.” 
One turn upon your gas, my ways All may to you seem sans souci, 
Of thinking would come right— As you for rest repair: 
* Put out the light,” Othello says, But shut the blinds—O wis-a-vis, 
«“ And then—put out the light!” I'll shut my eyes, so there! 
yl . ALMONT BARNEs. 
ONE WAY OF LOOKING AT IT. TOO MODEST TO BRAG. 
Orv Basoony—‘‘ Algernon, these extravagant habits of yours will Two Bohemians are discussing the rules of etiquette. 
ruin us all sooner or later. I think it’s time for you tosettle down ‘‘As for myself,” remarked one of them, ‘“‘I never think of 
and take a wife.” looking at the time when I am with a lady.” 
Atey—‘‘ Why, fawther, are you crazy? If your means are not ‘* Why, you're politeness itself.” 
enough faw one family how could you pawssibly suppawt two ?” ‘*Oh, no, it isn’t that; the trouble is—I’ve no watch.” 


A LESSON IN CIGAR-SWALLOWING. 








‘*That’seasy enough. Presto! 5.—‘* P—p—phew !” 6.—‘* By gravy! That's grateful.” 
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THE IMPROVISE 


—) 


D WINDOW CLEANER. 








PUT THEM ALL ASLEEP. A RELATIVE QUESTION. 


‘* Did you read about that minister in the west who stopped in They had been keeping company seven years, and were dis- 
the middle of the sermon to eject ‘ Roaring Jim?” cussing a topic that has excited much commeni in England and 

“*No; what was Jim doing ?” this country. 

‘‘He was disturbing the meeting. Just outside the church door Hr—* Dear Jane, do you think, from observation, that marriage 
they had a mill and the parson put Jim to sleep in two minutes.” _ is a failure?” 

‘‘Where were the congregation ?” SHE—‘‘ Dear John, I cannot say. But I sometimesam inclined 

‘* They were asleep on the inside.” to think that courtship is.” 





‘ AN UNFAMILIAR TOY. 
Uncle George of California has sent his little ‘¢Bunny isn’t afraid of his little Joseph. Nice Bunny—‘‘I reckon that infant never saw a 
nephew a pretty pet. bunny, bun ”—— California jack-rabbit before !” 


LITTLE NEPHEW—‘‘Come, bunny, bunny !” 


































AN INFANTILE THREAT. THE MODERN WAY. 
Little Florence’s grandfather was very sick. She heard her Cater (at front door)—‘‘ Does Miss Walsh rasoide here?” 
father and mother and sister praying for his recovery, but he did'nt Woman or THE HousE—‘‘ Yes; if you will kindly step into the 
seem to grow better. parlor I'll call her. (Going to the kitchen door.) Bridget, an Irish 
The little tot was heard offering up a prayer herself one night; lady is in the parlor who wants to see you. ri 
‘*Oh, Lord, if you don't make g’an’pa well pretty quick Ill hit my Miss Warsu—‘‘ An’ didn’t she sind down her caird, mum? 7 
pa over the head with a stick.” 
Oa Ro a NECESSARY TO SUCCESS. , 
READY TO CATCH THE TEARS. Actor—‘‘ How did your people like ‘Hamlct’ last night?” 
First Lawyer (i court room)}—‘‘ What are all those buckets for?” WESTERN .MANAGER—‘‘Oh, preity well; but I heard several of 
Seconp Lawyer—‘“‘ Breach-of-promisé case on, and the plaintiff is them say it would never be a big success until you wrote a tank . 
expected to testify this morning.” scene in somewhere.” | 3 
by, Mi ee ‘YY 
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DECEPTIVE FEATURES ; OR, THE ENGULFED STRAWBERRY SHORT-CAKE, 


BEST THINGS 





WRONGLY SIZED UP. 


Mr. CoAKLey (to /riend)—* How readily you can tell an artist. There is THE ARTIST (a moment later)—‘* Now gents, I'll bet yer a fiver even yer 
something so distinctive always in their appearance.” can’t tell which cup th’ little joker’s under!” 








THE ROBBER. 
They made a noise at the gate that But though he searched every cranny 
and hold, 


It woke the old man from his sleep Not a trace of the thief found he to 
ITH generous hand a kindly heaven bestows upstairs. slaughter, 


**Ah, ah!” he laughed, as he struck For the only thing that the burglar 
a light, stole 
Beauty to woman, perfume to the rose ; “ll take you, my burglar, un- Was a kiss from the lips of the old 
awares,”’ man’s daughter. 


Ruffle the rose, its sweetness grows in power— SHE WANTED HERS STRAIGHT. 
Huspanp (0/ sooth-pick chewing genus, affectionalely)—* Wifey, want a 
, —— good-bye kiss?” 
ee LonG-sUFFERING wirE—‘‘ Yes ; without a stick in it.” 


CALLING ON THE PARSON’S DAUGHTER. 
‘‘I suppose you go regularly to meetings,” she said demurely. 
**Yes,” the young man answered ; ‘‘if they’re by moonlight.” 


A BETTER WAY. 

The proprietor of a cheap 
eating saloon was chatting with 
one of his neighbors about his 
business. 

‘* At what hourdo you dine, 
then ?” asked the latter. 

‘‘About three o'clock, after 
everybody has got through.” 

‘* You don’t mean to say you 
eat what's left?” 

‘**Tshould say not! you must 
take me for one of the custom- 
ers. No, I have my dinner sent 
in froma high-toned restaurant 
on the next block.” 


CHARACTERISTIC. 
| There is one characteristic ‘ 
| which you Americans have 
-\'} that I have never been able to 
account for,” remarked the 
English traveler. ‘‘Why do 
you always reply to a question 
by asking another ?” : 
*‘Do we?” innocently res- ‘ 
ponded the Yankee. 




















HIS INSIGNIA, 
‘**That young Dawkins is be- = : 
ginning to be aregularchappie a ———= 
of late,” said Noodle. GOOD JUDGMENT. 
“TIAMONTS VOS DRUMPS.” “In what way?” asked Jiggs. Wire—* What kind of paper would be best for this 
Appearance of Mr. and Mrs. Sondheim under the ‘Is he raising a mustache? room ?” 
electric light, at the Dinkelspiel wedding. ‘*No; pimples.” Huspanp—‘ Fly paper.” 
















BEST ‘THINGS 


THE KIND OF BIRDI AM. 


Oh, Iam a poor little English 
bird 

Who came across, as you’ve 
doubtless heard, 

On a labor contract by which 
in terms 

I agreed to devour the mea- 
sure worms 

At the special request of my 
Uncle Sam, 

For that’s the kind of a bird 
lam. 


But I soon found out there was better meat 
Thana lot of wriggling worms to eat. 

Now I don’t do a thing to earn my pay, 

But just the same I am here to stay. 

My public office is a public sham, 

But that’s the kind of a bird I am, 


There wasn’t room for us all, you know, 
So, of course, the Americans had to go. 
The people may pass their laws and swear 
And look for their robins everywhere. 

For the public I never care a dam, 

And that's the kind of a bird lam. 


E, HOME SPARRO. 





THE COMING AMERICAN. 

FatHuer—‘‘ My son, I learn that 
you are behind in your studies. I 
fear you are wasting your oppor- 
tunities. Most of the men of this 
country who have become great 
enjoyed few of the advantages you 
possess. Do you realize that if you 
are earnest and diligent you may 
some day become president?” 

Son—‘‘ Yes sir ; but”— 

Fatuer—‘‘ But what? Have you 
no ambition !” 

Son—‘‘ Yes, sir; but I have not 
wasted the time taken from my 
books. I have been practising 
until I have got the drop curve 
down fine enough to fool a fish- 
net ; and I'd rather ‘be the pitcher 
of a winning base-ball team than 
president of the United States with 
a privilege of two renewals.” 











A NOTE OF ADMIRATION. 
‘*T don’t know her name, Mercutio, but she’s a la-la.”’ 


THE SEIDLITZ POWDER. 
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: SECOND HAND. 
Isaac—‘“ Abe, dit you hear dot Dinkelspiel, dot second-hand furniture man, 
has married Eselbaum’s vidow ?” 
AsE—‘‘ Yah.” 
Isaac —‘* Vosn’t you surbrised ?” 
Azse—‘‘Nein. She vos joost his line of goods.” 


HE MADE {T A SUCCESS. 

‘Do you believe marriage is a failure, Miss Phyllis?” he asked, 
as he leaned over the back of her chair, watching her lily-white 
hand ply to and fro through the bright-colored wool. 

‘Really, Mr. Dukes,” was the hesitating reply, ‘‘I have never 
had an adequate opportunity of testing—that is—I prefer not to 
express an opinion until "— 

‘‘ Miss Phyllis,” he kindly interrupted her, ‘‘you express my 
own opinion exactly. When shall we enter upon the interesting 

experiment?” 

‘‘Whenever you like, Mr. Dukes,” was the demure reply. 


SOCIETY NOTE, 


Mrs. Rooney was making a christening call on Mrs, Holleran, 


the other day, and a weird thing happened. It was 1n this way. 
Mrs. Holleran’s son Jamesey, a likely lad of nine years and a 
broad mouth, had captured a stray kitten on the previous day, and 
when Mrs. Rooney came in she innocently dropped into a chair 
: and on the embryo cat with a thud like 
a hodful of bricks gone wrong. 





‘‘It’s heaven’s own mornin’, Mrs. 
Holleran,” she said, ‘‘an’ Oi tought 
Oi'd be after lookin’ in on yez t’ find out 
phether yure man’s cough wor aisin’ off 
th’ lungs av—say, darlin’, phat kind av 
a cush’n have yez in th’ chair? Sure it 
do be movin’, so it do. Here! here!” 
and as she reached around and pulled 
out what was left of the poor pussy she 
continued, ‘‘Oim a long time in 
Har-r-r-lem, Mrs. Holleran, an’ Oi’ve 
seen shtrange tings, but phin it comes 
t’ makin’ yure nebburs drown yure cats 
by baitin’ chairs wid them, yez can 
ixchuse me from callin’ again,” and she 
stalked out. Mrs. Holleran was so 
mortified that she threw a flat-iron, and 
knocked a goat off the front fence. 
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BEST ‘THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


SPONGE AND THE KI-YI; OR, THE DEMONSTRATION OF EXPANSIVE FORCE. 
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BUYING IN ADVANCE. 
‘*Tll take this one,” said 
Younghusband, ‘‘ providing 
you agree to exchange it it 
it proves too small.” 
‘*Certainly, sir, certainly,” 
replied the dealer, taking the 
ticket off the baby carriage. 
‘Tf you should need one ot 
those twin carriages the 
price is only five dollars 
extra.” 
A CRUEL SUGGESTION. 
Doctor P. had been asked 
to make one of a party to 
shoot over some private 
preserves. It turned out to 
be one of his unlucky days. 
‘‘I give you my word,” 
he at last exclaimed, in de- 
spair, ‘‘ 1 can't kill a thing !” 
‘Come, doctor,” suggest- 
ed his host, ‘‘just imagine 
that you are at the bedside 
of a patient.” 
The left hand only rings adorn, 
And with this wise intent: 
The right e’er finds in being right 
Sufficient ornament. 


A WISE OPINION, 

Youne- MoTHER—‘‘ Doctor, 
there doesn't seem to be any 
indication yet of baby cut- 
ting her teeth. Do you know 
what is the matter ?” 

YounG puysictan—‘‘ Well, 
no, ma’am, unless it is that 
a good many children are 
cutting their teeth just now, 
and perhaps there aren't 
enough teeth to go around.” 





FORCE OF HABIT. 
PHOTOGRAPHER (who has been summoned to photograph a dying man)—‘‘ Now, 
then, all ready! Wink all you want to, and look pleasant.” 
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CHRONIC. 


Batessy (who has length)—‘‘!’ve been watching you all the evening, old man. 
What makes you walk that way?” 

CADLEY (who hasn’t)—‘* Weally, ol’ fel’, cawn’t help it, "pon hon’r cawn’t. 
playing tennis all summer ’n had to do it.” 


Been 


THEY NEVER ACHED. 

Jaces— ‘Tobacco cause 
toothache? Nonsense! I use 
it constantly, and haven't 
had a toothache for years.” 

Bactry—‘‘ Well you must 
have teeth like iron.” 

Jaces — ‘‘ Not exactly— 
only celluloid.” 


A BAD INVESTMENT. 

Sotomon Lrevi—‘‘ Vot vos 
der matter, Isaac? You looks 
down in der mouth.” 

Isaac—‘‘I vos the victim 
of a terrible act of injustice, 


Solomon. An Irishman 
comes into my clodings- 
store and trades me a $25 
parrot for a suit of clothes. 
De clothes cost me 95 cents. 
I hangs de parrot out by de 
door and pretty soon along 
comes an Irish procession. 
De parrot shouts ‘Shoot the 
pope!’ Ah! dis was a cruel 
world, Solomon.” 

Sotomon Levi — “Yes, 
Isaac, it was.” 

Isaac—‘‘Shelp me ’f it 
didn’t cost me a hundred 
tollars to get a new front put 
in mine store.” 


DISQUALIFIED. 
Aunt Titpy—‘‘ Ain’t ye 
gwine to de rafful fer de 
Crismus fowl, Zeke ?” 
Uncie Zexe—‘‘No, Tildy ; 
no gemman wot ain’t got 
fouhteen razors can take 
paht in dat yere rafful.” 















































BEST THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


AT THE OPERA. 


She sits at my side in the opera box, 
With the light on her dark sweet face, 

And hersoft, white neck thro’a gauzy fan, 
Gleaming out, amid creamy lace. 























And close to her breast are the roses red 
-_, That I placed in her hands to-night ; 
La A message sweet from my hoping heart 
That her own may read aright. 


Will I whisper now while the music 
swells, 
Of a love that will never tire, 
That will bloom ’neath her eyes like 
the roses red, 
With their leaves, like my heart, of fire? 





Now thetenorsingsand there fallsa hush, 

6 While the lights on the stage are dim ; 

/ ’Till she leans far out, with her lips apart 
And her thoughts and her eyes on him. 








~~ Then she tears from her breast the roses 


reda-—- 
My flowers with their perfume sweet— 

The flash of an arm, in its tawny glove, 
And they lay at the tenor’s feet. 


And, safe in the sheath of her gauzy fan 
I gla e with a maddencd eye; 


KITTY K. 


CONSOLATION. 


Bustarp (“ragically)—‘‘I am 
ruined—ruined ! I can’t pay ten 
cents on the dollar !” 

FrienpLty—‘‘ Don’t cut up so, 
dear fellow. Just think how 
much better off you are than 
your creditors.” 
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AGAINST HIS PRINCIPLES. 


Tramp—‘‘Madame, will you 
kindly allow me to quench my 
thirst at yonder well ?” 

Farmer's Wire—‘‘ Why, cer- 
tainly, my good man. And 
while you're about it, here’sa_ | 
piece of soap and a towel to  \|\i 
quench a little of that dirt on | 
your face and hands before 
winter sets in.” : 
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> ager P AN ABLE ASSISTANT. 
en Se “eens MisTREss—‘ What are you doing, Bridget?” 

but I make it a rule never to BripGeT—‘‘Catching the flics, mum, and putting them on the fly-paper; 

quench more than one thing at — sure, ain’t that what it’s fur?” 

a time.” a 
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HE GOT A DEMERIT. 





For “— ot three dollars apiece— No wonder the baby doesn’t get fat. 
1ey did— 
And she needn't have been so fly. 


A CLEAR FIELD. 

‘*How are you getting on in 
your love-making?” inquired 
Merritt. 

‘‘Very nicely, indeed,” re- 
plied Bjones. 

‘*Do you think her parents 
favor your suit?” 

“‘T am sure of it. Her 
mother now never stays in the 
room with us more than ten 
minutes.” 


NO FLATTERY THERE. 

Boston GiIrnt—‘‘ Uncle Gawege, 
do you think my photographs 
do me justice ?” 

UnctE GawceE  (criticaliy)\— 
‘Ves, Emeline; justice with- 
out mercy.” 


It is the Bohemian artist who 
always brushes reason aside. 





AT A CALCUTTA RECEPTION. 


Major McTavisH—‘'Mr. Fitch, I want you to know the rajah of Cawn- 


PROFESSOR OF CHEMISTRY—‘‘ Gentlemen, I hold in my hand a vial of soda. | pohr, one of our most eminent disciples of Brahma,” 


Goopssy (waking up —** Br-r-randy !” that ever laid an egg.” 





What chemical shall I combinewith it to produce a valuable article of commerce ?”’ | Mr. Fitcu (of //inois)—Proud to meet you, sir! It’s th’ best breed 
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EASY ENOUGH. 

In a primary school. 

TgacHER—‘‘ How do 
you write ‘child’ in 
the plural ?” 


‘* Twins.” 























TAKING THE HINT. 

‘*T suppose old Far- 
mer Squash took the 
hint and gave you 
something when he 
saw .you looking at 
his poultry ?” said the 
minister. 

‘“’Deed he ded, sah,” 
replied Lijah. ‘‘ He 
gave me the debble.” 

















A FREEZER. 

Jostey (40 Miss Gilder 
whom he has met during 
vacation) —‘* Ah, I be- 
lieve I have had the 
pleasure of "— 

Miss GILpER (zci/y)— 
‘‘No; I donot remem- 
ber every buying any- 
thing from you _ be- 
fore.” 
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LITERALLY COR- 
RECT, 
Minister — ‘‘ Bertie, 
do you know where 
the little boys go who 
catch fish on Sunday ?” 
Brert1rE—‘‘ Yes, sir ; 
most of ’em go down 
to Johnson’s creek.” 






LOST ON HE 





OBLIGING GUEST (40 friend)—By Jove, my little atten 
she charming ?” 
































SHE (lo her friend)—* He’s the most obliging and best-bred waiter I ever saw.” 


BEST THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


A TIME SAVER, 
BosLtEY—‘‘ Have you 
seen the new labor- 
saving machine down 
in the court-house ?” 
Wieceins— ‘No; 
what’s it like ?” 
Bos_tEy—‘‘ About the 
same as these affairs 
you see in the ferries. 
You just drop your 
will in the hole anda 
contest comes out.” 





PURE LOGIC. 


Miss Jones was out 
walking with a friend. 

‘““Good heavens!” 
exclaimed the latter, 
‘‘if there isn’t Adol- 
phus Howdroll! I was 
sure he was dead.” 

‘**Don't be so silly,” 
replied Miss Jones. 
** If you'd stop to think 
a moment you'dknow 
that if he were dead 
he must be—in mourn- 


ing.” 


YEAST. 
Yeast is a very val- 
uable preparation. It 
is used to raise bread, 
but it cannol raise 
Four aces, 
The deuce, 
Your salary, or 
Your hopes. 


R. 


tions have completely mashed her. Isn’t 








does so out of pure spite.” 





iN | 
A SUGGESTION NOT COMPLIMENTARY BUT TIMELY. 


“Oh, Algernon, if it should take it into its head to attack us we are 
lost! Darling mine, couldn’t you sing a little, and perhaps it would 
think a calf was bleating and would follow you quietly away.” 
























‘My opinion is,” said a philosophical old lady of much experience and observation, ‘‘that any man as dics upon a washing-day 
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SARCASM. 
KILLEHAN—‘*‘I wan him to Brogan’s roffle, Katy.” 
Mrs, KILLEHAN—‘‘ Is that so? Phere’s the cage ?” 
KILLEHAN—**‘ Phwhat kege ?” 
Mrs. KILLEHAN—‘ Sure Oi t’ought it wuz a canary burrod yez had,” 































BEST THINGS FROM JUDGE. 15 


EDGERTON. 


_ OME, children, and you shall hear 


about Edgerton. 

He was a good dog—that is, the 
region south of his head was— 
being a combination of rare old 
qualities bestowed on him by one 
of the biggest ancestries that a 
dog ever had. 

His head, however, seemed to 
have been left out in the lavish 
distribution of charms, and the 
artist to whom we are indebted 
for the accompanying portrait had 
to retire to the house four times 
for mental disinfection during the 
sitting. 

He said it was a new sensation 
to have anightmare when broadly 


intelligently. It came to us one day while watching a couple 
of Italians unloading fag-ends from a city dump-cart. The 
ensemble was Edgerton’s exact shade. 

His disappearance was a sad but glorious one. Our servant 
made some sausages one fall day after a recipe which her 
mother in Germany sent her, and Edgerton ate one. It stuck 
crossways in the front hall of his interior, and then in trying 
to capture a stray cat he got caught in a hole in the fence, 
and the sausage exploded. 

A few months after the halliards on the village flag-staff got 
fouled, and the artisan who shinned the mast to straighten them 
out found one of Edgerton’s ears plastered on the gilt ball at the 
top of the vane. 

We hardly expect. to see him again; but, children, Edgerton 
was a good dog. 


AN AUTHORITY ON ENGLISH. 








awake. 





for the tired eye. 

All we had to do when he began the chase 
was to set him, as it were, at the head of the 
garden walk, and in rolling over and over in 
an effort to locate his adversary he would sweep 
that walk as clean as Mayor Hewitt’s con- 
science in less than ten seconds, and, unlike a 
bobtail car horse, would enjoy himself in mak- 
ing others happy. 

He rolled off the walk into the water one day, 
and always after would soak himself thoroughly 
before doing the sweeping-act so as not to raise 
any dust. 

Edgerton was a_ great dog, children. He 
came to us through the general offices of a 
neighbor whose chickens we had poisoned in 
an effort to disqualify an old bandit of a rat 
that had its lair under the state line wall be- 
tween the two villas. 

The neighbor threw the dog at our front door 
one dark night, thinking he was a corpse; but 
he did not know Edgerton, and the next morn- 
ing we found our protector asleep on the mat. 

We took him in, put-a collar on him which 
he wore out of compliment for ten minutes 
and then chewed off, and he stayed with us 
through thick and thin (99 per cent. thin) for 
close on to twelve years. 

We have often been asked what color we 
called him when writing of him, and only 
since his death have we been able to answer 


Edgerton was a valuable dog 
in many and diverse respects. He had a habit of pursuing a 
parasite around himself which we turned to practical use and rest 


HovutrHan—“‘ Sure it’s not out av a Choinese laundhry dat I 
see yez comin’, Teddy ?” ; 

RourkE—‘‘ Why not, faith?” 

Hovutinan—‘‘Sure, thim rat-ayters do spa-ake English that bad 
that divil a wur-rud can I undherstand av thim. ’ 





A GENEROUS CONCESSION, 


LYNCHING PARTY (apologetically)—‘* We came to tell yer, ma’am, that we lynched your hus- 
band. We admit that we got the wrong man, but yer got the laugh on us this time.” 








AFTER THE PARTY, 

OLD BADGELY (40 young Fipps, who is lounging in the hallway)— 
‘*Call me a hansom ”— 
Youn Fipps (4reaking in)—*‘ Hanged if Ido! You're the ugliest 

old cad I've seen for the last five years!” 


HAD TO KEEP UP THE INTEREST. 

PreAcHER—‘‘ Attendance falling off somewhat, isn’t it, sexton ?” 

Sexton—‘‘ Yes, sir; they are all going over to Pastor Downs’ church.” 

PrEACHER—‘‘ There’s evidently got to be something done.” 

Sexton—‘‘Suppose I spread a report about your having kissed a leading 
member of the flock.” 

PrEACHER—‘‘ Er—some purely fictitious story would er—do just as 
well, I think.” 





AN EXPENSIVE LUXURY. 
Jones was present one day when his son was receiving a lesson in 
natural history from his tutor. 
‘« The spider has eight eyes,” said the pedagogue. 
‘‘Good heavens!” exclaimed Jones, interrupting, ‘‘how much it must 
cost them in eye-glasses when they happen to be near-sighted.” 


THOUGHT THEY CAME TOGETHER. 
Younc Wirr—‘‘Haven’t I heard you say, James, that you are fond of 
ham?” 
Younc Huspanp—“‘ Yes ; ham and eggs.” 
Younc Wire—‘‘Well, if you will stop at the market and order about 
two pounds of ham and eggs we'll have it for dinner.” 





A CAREFUL MOTHER. 
Epitn (who has received an invitation from her fiancé)—‘‘Mamma, Jack 
says he will be around this evening with a buggy.” 
Mamma—‘‘H’m! Are you sure, dear, that he is able to drive with 
one hand?” 
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woke, 


Whispered of those 
Whom in calm repose 





GAIN in the meadows, o’er hillside and glen 
The sweet wild flowers like an army stand ; 
nd they seem to listen, these minute men, 


As they sway in the breeze 


*Neath the waving trees, 
To a bugle, blown in fairyland. 





HER LADYSHIP, 


She does not find time flies 
the less 
Because she works not 
for her bread ; 
It takes her half the day 
to dress, 
And half the night to get 
to bed. 


COLOR BLIND. 

A woman passed 
down Broadway the 
other day dressed in 
colors.so badly blend- 
ed as to excite the as- 
tonishment and _ ridi- 
cule of promenaders. 

“That woman,” 
cried a street urchin, 
‘‘has been and gone 
and takena bathina 
rainbow !” 


You who of love a knowl- 
edge prize, 
To learn need not go far; 


Love’s teachers are a Mr. BEANER—‘‘B’ gosh, I’ve been a trampin’ 
woman's eyes, ’round this town till I’m purty nigh petered out.” 


And you the pupils are. 


A NERVE-KILLER NEEDED. 


VoLUBLE BARBER—‘'Did you’ ever hear 
about ?”—— 

PATIENT—‘‘ You asked me if I wanted bay rum, 
I believe ?” 

BARBER —‘*‘ Cert.” 

PATIENT—‘‘ If you’re going to add talking to 
that razor I'd like about a quart of the rum in- 
ternally at once.” 





_IpstEin (¢0 his bald headed old father)—** You stand 
righd here, mein fader, vile I goes me ter ged dis ball 
mitsome wire on id. Ve can’d affort ter lose der 


sign.” 


THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


This morn when the fair encampment Bring wreaths from the wildwood shadows 


deep, 


Each flower bent low its tiny head, Fresh gifts from the upland’s sunny 
In grave salute ; for the elfin note ways ; 


For they guard the graves where soldiers 
sleep, 


We honor as the nation’s dead. In sun and storm, 


Evening and morn, 
Through all the summer days. 


And beneath the flowers’ fair repose, 
In their fragrant hearts they are glad to-day, 
That the southern lily, the northern rose 
Will mingle their bloom 
To brighten the tomb, 
Alike of the blue and the gray. 


Cc. NILLS WARREN. 





NOT A HAVEN OF REST. 


better lean on that!” 














MAKING HIS FAMILY USEFUL. 


A TRUE ECONOMIST 
‘* Flour's going up,” 
said Younghusband, 
as he made desperate 
but futile efforts to 
amputate a portion of 
his supper loaf. 
‘‘and I think it would 
be better, Matilda, if 
you would buy your 
bread at the baker's 
instead of wasting the 
raw material in ex- 
periments.” 

‘“Why, my dear,” 
she replied, in a griev- 
ed tone, ‘‘ you can’t 
complain that my 
bread doesn’t last us 
long enough!” 


GALATEA. 


I asked a kiss, but she 
denied ; 

Then pressed I Closer to 
her side, 

And stole the kiss. With 


ADVERTISEMENT PERAMBULATOR- -‘‘ Say, heart awake 
country, if you had any breakfast yeu’d She gave me all Ichose to 


take. 


RESTRICTION OF IMMIGRATION NEEDED 


GaGLEY—‘ How do you happen to be begging ?” 
RouRKE—‘‘Sure, sir, Oi’ve been ruined by foreign 
| importations.” 
AGLEY—‘‘ Why you’re an importation yourself.”’ 

RouRKE—“‘ Yis, sor ; but the Eyetalians ruined me 
ould woman’s apple-stand, and the Chinese took 
away her washin’; and now the English civil-ser- 
vish reform kapes me from gittin’ a gov’mint job 
because Oi can’t rade or write.” 






































stil 


EBEN (/o his wife) —‘* Come along, Elviry 
Etviry—‘‘Oh, lands, Fben! I don’t like the looks of the nasty little thing.” 





BEST 








! He won't hurt ye.” 





THINGS FROM 


JUDGE. 





ACCOMMODATED. 


BRITISH TRAVELER ( prodding porter with his umbrella)—*‘*1 want the lift, 
me good man.’ 








AT THE COUNTY FAIR. 


ELVIRY (i the next department)—‘‘ Why, you dear ole beauty you!” 
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UNNECESSARY 


CONEY ISLAND BOATMAN—‘ Thar’s a good barr’! afloat, Biil. 
an’ we'll pick it up.” 


INTERRUPTED BATHER—“ Put that back again, you old 1ascal! 
want to get all sunburned like you heathen ?” 


BEST ‘THINGS 
THE DIAMOND  EDI- 
TION DREADFUL 
TACKLES 
GEOGRAPHY. 

Via AR me out, but our new 
teacher's a holy terror, 
YA av’ he sez we've gotter all 
yy hump into g ography an’ 

/ don't like it. Now, what 
sorter use is it for me to 
know whether the mere- 
dian crosses the Tropic o’ 
Coppercorn or whether 
the gulf stream monkeys 
with the Isle o’ Wight? 
That hain’t no square 
deal—an’ ’sides that it 
mixes me up on_ base- 
ball rules and fishin’-tack- 

lin’. Cris. Cerlumbus got 
there with both feet, 
scordin’ to them fellers 


BUSINESS AND PLEASURE. 
Old Jeremiah Shelly is a regular attendant at church, and he goes 
to sleep every Sunday during service. 
He doesn’t begin to snore until the prayers commence, and he has 
trained his snore so that it sounds for all the world like ‘‘ Amen.” 
He thus combines business and pleasure. 


A young man from the country had applied to his physician for 
advice. After prescribing the regimen he wished his patient to 
follow he added : 

‘And, remember, only one cigar after each meal.” 

Some weeks later the young man returned. 

‘‘Well, my youthful friend,” inquired Esculapius, ‘‘how have 
you observed my rules?” 

‘*Pretty faithfully, doctor. 
ness has bothered me some. 
never smoked.” 


Only that one cigar after meal busi- 
You should understand that I had— 


IT MIGHT HAVE BEEN, 
‘*That jest of yours,” said the editor deliberately, as he scanned 
the contribution, ‘‘ might have been written by Shakespeare.” 
** You flatter me,” exclaimed the trembling aspirant, flushing to 
the roots of his shirt-collar. 
‘* Not at all. It is as old as the Seven Ages of Man.” 


MADE HIS BRAIN WHIRL. 
Wiceinss—‘‘ You are looking pale, Algy; don’t you feel well?” 
Basoony—‘‘ Naw; I had to leave my dinnaw just now. Left- 
handed man sat opposite me, ye know, and baw Jove! I believe 
the monstaw’s motions have half mesmerized me.” 





The smallest show on earth is said to be a Boston girl na 
fashionable bathing: suit. 
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BASEBALL IN DARKTOWN. 


CATCHER OF LOCAL NINE—‘‘ Say dare, yo’ Mr. Smiff! won’t yo’ oblige us by 


jist plugging up dat hole in de back stop wif one ob your feet ?” 


FROM JUDGE. 

what writ the g’ography books; but it don't say nuthin’ ‘bout 
Barnum, ner Kelly the ball king, ner any skatin’-rink, ner what's 
the best brand o’ cigarettes. That new teacher sez we oughter be 
able to bound ev'ry state in the Unicorn—but 7 don't see no use 
in a feller’s tryin’ to bound Dakotar when he can’t raise a bull’s-eye 
alley over a awnin’ front of a drug store. He sez we must raise 
our minds an’ name the princerpal rivers an’ trib’teries o’ the same. 
Now, what's that got to do with ketchin’ fish, I'd like to know? 
What's the use o’ wadin’ through the African an’ the Kerkashun 
race and foolin’ with Konstanternoble when a feller don’t know 
whether smashed grubbs or grasshoppers is the best for ketchin’ 
eels? I’m a goin’ to get up a meetin’ an’ jess boycott this 
g ography biz an’ settle the new teacher down to his little biz, | 
am, or my name hain't Johnny Jones. 

H. 8S. KELLER. 
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NO GOOD. 
UNCLE SiLAs SANDBACK—“ Begosh! these ere city folks do contrive the 
queerest things Leversee. So this is one of their great foldin’ beds. Well, 


they may be limber enough to sleep into it, but I swar I can’t fold myself 
small enough fur it.” 





A MUSICAL MAIDEN. 

Emity—‘'I never knew that Eugenia Henshaw was a performer 
on a wind instrument.” 

SopH1E—‘‘ She isn’t, is she?” 

Emity—‘‘ Why, yes. Ever since the arrival of the duke of Mortar 
from England he has been very attentive to her, andshe has simply 
been playing on his coronet.” 

{Author of this is dead. Funeral to-morrow. No flowers.—£d.] 





A RESPONSIBLE POSITION. 
Gus—‘‘ I hear you have a new place, Fred ?” 
Frep—‘‘ Yes ; I’m kept pretty busy now.” 
Gus—‘‘ Busier than you were at the last place?” 
Frep—‘‘Oh, yes; I’m stamp clerk in a drug store now.” 





A MASTERLY FIND. 
j STRANGER (7” fown)—‘‘Say, mister, what's that terrible dis- 
& turbance down below ?” 
Citizen (of Park row)—‘‘Sure, there do be a man murdhered 
at the Brooklyn bridge intrance, sor.” 
Srrancer—‘‘ Gracious! Have the police captured the 
assassin ?” 
Cit1zen—‘‘No, sor; but Oi belave they have managed to 
find the corpse.” 





RATTLED OLD MAN. 

Mr. Ropert Oatcake (riding with his uncle on 125th street)— 
‘These cable-cars are a great convenience, Uncle Abner. So 
much faster than the horse cars, you know.” 

Uncie Apner—‘‘ Y-y-yes, Bob. If a feller h-had loose t-teeth 
in his h-head they'd save the expense of a d-dentist.” 





DECEPTIVE APPEARANCES. 
Bostry—‘‘ Slimley’s landlady must make a good round 
profit off him. Why, he’s thin as a mosquito !” 
Wiceins—‘‘ Bah! don’t judge by that, my boy. 
the appetite of one.” 


He’s got 








WEBSTER REVISED. 


From our new _ pocket-dic- 
tionary. 

Goosr—-A bird that is not half 
as silly as he looks, and that is 
certainly not responsible for the 
thousand-and-one stupid things 
that are written with its quills. 

Concress—A mill where the 
stones make a fearful clatter, 
but you never see any flour. 


A FATAL CONFLICT. 


Boccs—‘‘ Bah! Here’s another 
of those farcical French duels |. 
Nobody hurt, as usual.” 

Jactey—‘‘ They don’t always 
turn out that way. I was present 
at one that resulted fatally. Both 
the principals escaped, to be 
sure, but one of the seconds, an 
Englishman, was taken from the 
field dying.” 

Boccs—‘‘ Indeed! What killed 
him?” 

Jactey—‘‘The jabbering over 
the affair.” 

















ONE OF THE AFFLICTED. 


YOUNGSTER (40 professional tramp) —‘‘Say, mister, 
why don't you get a bottle or two of that stuff?” 





For. 
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SAPARILLA 


BEST THINGS FROM JUDGE. 





She is witty, entertaining, with a spirit uncomplaining, 
And a smile that onward lures you to the highest realms of bliss. 
She is not a bit coquettish, and the only time she’s pettish 
Is when, frightened, she assures you that she cannot spare a kiss. 
She is dove-like, meek and quiet, and you'd swear you'd think her diet 
Was made up of milk and honey, of molasses and of mush ; 
The least sentimental notion you'd express would cause commotion, 
And you would not think it funny—such resentment in her blush. 
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So no matter in what fashion you express your master passion, 

You will meet with but reproaches and you'll quake with inward fear ; 
You may boast of high position, still you gain not recognition, 

And her stony heart’s approaches can’t be stormed with e’en a tear. 


; Yoo Pray don’t think me over silly when I say this maiden chilly 
. L Made me sick, and made me sicker, and to wed me she’d not stoop, 
=< O the cruel persecutor! she's the premiére assoluta 


SECOND THOUGHTS, 


Her lover was false, and she went to the river, 

But second thoughts made her recoil and shiver; 

‘* Risk the one life | have ?” cried she; ‘‘ lovers are plenty ! 
And off she raced home at a gait of 2.20. 
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SHE CAUGHT ON. 
HusBpanp—* Sarsaparilla” (winking knowingly.) 
WIFE—** Lemon! without the wink !” 
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DON’T SUIT EXACTLY. 


‘*T come in answer toan advertisement for a carpet 
shaker !”’ 
‘* Have you any reference?” 





shaking I shake all day without stopping.” 


‘* Well, yes, I've got the ague and when I begin | Uncle Rufus done git de meloncho 
| for foah yars, jes actin’ a fool like yous doin ?”’ 


And the champion queen high kicker of a Broadway ballet troupe. 


NATHAN M,. LEVY. 


CONTINUALLY ON DUTY. 

THE Epriror (kindly) — ‘‘ lm 
afraid, Mr. Jokem, that you are 
burning the midnight oil too 
steadily. Don’t you think that 
work in the day-time might 
bring better results ?” 

Joxem—‘‘ Bless my soul, sir! 
if I did my work in the day-time 
when could I tramp round to 
sell it!” 


NOT SO TALKATIVE. 

‘*Fifty cents, please,” said the 
hotel clerk to the lady who had 
been using the telephone. 

‘‘T thought the charge was 
only ten,” she replied. 

‘*Ves,” he returned. ‘But 
that is the rate for men, you 
know.” 


PLEASANT AND LQVELY. 


They lived a life 

All free from strife, 
And when he came to die 

He said, ‘* My dear, devoted wife, 
Just one request make I.” 


‘*Go on, I hear, 

Adolphus dear,”’ 
The woman said and sighed; 

“This quite reminds me of last year. 
When my fourth husband died.” 


‘¢?Tis this,” he said, 
With drooping head 
(Voice loving, as before), 
** Please do not wed 
Till I am dead, 
And crépe is on the door.’ K.G. 





A TIMELY WARNING. 
*-Look a heah, chile! don’ ae know your 


y ob de stomach 
































































BEST THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


THE ANNOYED RABBIT; OR, ‘‘HE LAUGHS BEST WHO LAUGHS LAST.” 





OLD CHOCOLATE’S JOCOSERIOUS CHAT. 


Nebbah wade whar de water's roily. 





Dat's a lively bone dat two dogs fall at. 

De lightah de load de contrar’er de mule. 

De man wid good truck nebbah stays long 
at de mahkit. 

De man dat ’waits toe be asked toe eat 
offen goes hungry. . 

Dar er no fahm widout thistles an’ no life 
widout troubles. 

De happies’ songs come fom de man wid 
de emp’ies’ pocket. 

Pompey cuffs Sambo an’ Sambo _ kicks 
Pompey, an’ dar’s a fight. 

De fahmah stingy wid ’is seed mus’tn’t 
grum'le ef de hahves’ am light. 

Some folk nebbah t’ink abo't w’at’s in de 
bowl twell dey see de bottom. 

‘I'm glad toe see yo’,” ansahs wid a 
visitah eben we’en de dinnah er po’. 

Ef yo’ cud ‘pend on de dog’s bahk yo’ 
might tell a t’ief fom an hones’ man. 

Hit er jis’ ez easy toe dye a black coat red 
ez toe tink ob makin’ a tief hones’. 

Yo’er boun’ toe blow hot broth anyway ; 
dahfo’ blow hit befo’ yo’ bu’n yo’ mouf. ~ 

De hoss dat war skittish dis mawnin’ am 
sobah ‘nuff aftah de dey at de plow. 

Dar’s a deal ob time wasted in dickerin’ 
‘tween ‘‘ w'at’ll yo’ gib?’ an’ ‘‘ w’at’ll yo’ take?” 


J. A. WALDRON. 
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A SLIP OF THE TONGUE. 
‘*Haf you got a permit to do dot, “Yah 
Eckstein ?” 


INITIATION EXTRAORDINARY. 

I believe I violate no obligation of the fraternity 
when I relate the genuine facts in relation to the 
masonic initiation which took place during the 
earthquake. I am a free mason and far be it from 
me to expose any of the sacred secrets of the craft. 
We were working the third on Isaiah Twombley, 
a respectable young man in the hardware business. 
Garbled accounts are in the papers saying that the 
young man ran into the streets with a cable around 
his waist, when every good mason knows that in 
the third degree it would be a hawser and located 
under his arms. /[wombley was very nervous, 
and at 9 o’clock p. m. sharp he was lifted off the 
goat in a fainting condition. The saddle had just 
been removed from the goat and the gong had 
sounded for the junior and senior deacons to array 
the twenty-four swordsmen in due form and 
ancient order for the candidate to leap over their 
gleaming blades. The rising sun and the setting 
maul were in their proper places, and the bony- 
tooch was about to sound low twelve, when an 
ominous rumbling was heard and Twombley 
whispered to the blood-red janizary on his right : 

‘* Boys, go light. I am naturally nervous. It 
is late, and if you can omit any of the ritual | 
want to go home. My wife will worry.” 

The cannon balls were rolled over the floor and 
the bass drum dropped over his head while the 
worshipful arose sword in hand, when the floor 
shook and several windows were broken. 

‘*See here,” said Twombley, ‘‘ give me the rest 
next week. I want to see aman. I don’t goa 
cent on style. ‘This masonry is a big thing, but I 
ain't no hog. I have got enough for this time.” 

The boys did not know what was going on, but 
determined to work the whole degree, and called 
for the tiler to come in with the bowl of blood. 
The candidate was lifted up and placed on the 
trapeze, ready ta be fired down the room, when 
the great lights went out, the chimney came down 
through the roof, the floor opened, and the earth- 
quake was upon us. ‘Twombley gave a yell of 
terror and dived headlong out of a window. When 
he struck the street several chimneys struck it at 
the same time and the ground opened at his feet. 
He ran down the middle of the roadway yelling 
like a lion, and to everyone who asked him what 
was the matter he replied that the masons had been 
working the third degree. 


He has lucid intervals : 
when he can do up stovepipe, and jerks hardware § 
around as well as usual ; but he sincerely believes 4 
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COMPASSIONATE OLD LADY FROM THE COUNTRY (reading sign)—‘‘Poor fellow! I wonder if he is 


deaf, too.” 
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that the whole terrible racket was a part of his initiation. Ifa 
customer comes into his shop and alludes to the earthquake he will 
turn pale and whisper : 
‘‘ By George, I was the man they were working it on.” 
HE WISHED THE OTHER KIND. 

The housewife saw a shadow as it moved across the floor, 

The substance was a blear-eyed tramp who hammered on the door. 

He asked for bread. ‘‘ You ought,” she said, ‘‘ to be.ashamed, I vow ! 

No man should live who does not eat his bread in sweat of brow.” 

‘¢ Excuse me, mum,” the tramp replied, ‘‘ you don’t quite catch I guess; 

You see, mum, I wuz lookin’ for the bread of idleness,” 





A SOUND POSITION. 
Hr—‘‘I don’t believe there is a man living who loves home 
any better than I do.” 
SHE—‘‘ You're never at home.” 
Hr—‘‘ That, my dear, is the very reason I am so fond of it.” 


FEARFUL OF THE CONSEQUENCES. 
ComMANDING OrFIcER—‘‘ Well, adjutant, what is new to-day ?” 
Apjutant—‘‘ There seems to be an inexplicable apathy in the 
ranks.” 
COMMANDING OFFICER—“‘ Just ask the surgeon to make an examin- 
ation and see if the blamed thing is contagious.” 





THE ONLY CORRECT TIME PIECE, 
TRAVELER (7 hotel) —‘‘ How’s that clock? Right ?” 
CierK—‘‘ Yes, sir ; that’s the only clock in the house that’s right, 
and that’s ten minutes fast.” 
WHAT AN UNMARRIED PHILOSOPHER SAYS. 
*‘Do you know what gives a woman the most satisfaction ?” 
‘‘Her beauty, of course.” 
‘‘Not her own, but the absence of any in some other woman.’ 
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AN OBJECT OF PITY. 
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YOU CAN’T STOP IT. 
Cuorus—*‘ Out on first.” 





, 
here las’ summer !’ 












Skinny CowLey (running base)—‘* Dat ain’t 
fair! My foot’s ketched in dad’s rake he lef’ 
























































BEST THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


LOVE'S VIGIL, ‘‘Never! never!” And the little maiden looked hurt and indig- 
(43 sgl watched her window for four long nant. 
* hours, : *‘Can’t anything be brought up against your character in 
Waiting to catch one glimpse of her; ogme way ?” 


On her wind ledge I could see n 7. ° , ’ 
+ Yang eopeeliig. ” he little maiden’s cheeks,were very red and there was an out- 
As the night wind made her curtain stir. raged look in her eyes, which were blue and honest. ‘O, 
sir!” she entreated, ‘‘ Believe me, I am as pure as a lily "— 
The mellow light through the curtain soft ‘‘ Langtry ?” he asked eagerly. i 
Came sifting, glimmering over the way, ‘*No, sir! No, sir! My honor is inviolate "— 
And I thought how many a time and oft ‘“<Cameron 2” he cried. 
PET RENEE S Re ne me. The little maiden burst into tears and the great man’s counte- 
: ; nance fell as she brokenly but stoutly maintained her innocence. 
? y 
**Will she never come? Does she not sur- ; 7 : 
mise He wished to help her, but he saw it would be of no use. 
I wait for a glimpse of her dear form ? ‘*My dear young lady,” he said rather regretfully, ‘‘ I am sorry to 
Ere she closes in sleep those dear, darkeyes, say you lack the first and most important qualification necessary 
pine - her sash ?” (forthe night was to popularity. Times are not as they used to be. Women do not 
, become actresses and make reputations. They lose reputations and 
Slowly the moments crept apace become actresses. F 
Till the mystic hour was twelve times told, So she went away sadder and wiser. And she saw as she 
Still no sign of the dear one’s face passed homeward (it being late in the afternoon) hundreds of 
For a fond “ good-night,” as in days of old. ladies and gentlemen waiting at the door of an unopened theatre, 
that they might get tickets for the first appearance in America of 
gut soft! Shecemes! My love! Mysweet _ . rted tree iui arried four times without the 
Vcc dinekea Cueshe Gates an imported actress who had been married four times without the 
They have shifted around, across the street, sanction of the church or state, and divorced as often without 
And given her room to old Bill Jones! appealing to the law. 


Sea 
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pageant ~ : My tale is done ; the moral to’t, 
SHE HAD NO QUALIFICATIONS, If any reader misses— _ 
There was once a man great — are no morals. I believe, 
‘ . “er ; o stories such as this is. 
in dramatic affairs to whom nine: <uGmam scenes. 
applied a little maiden who ani ai 
had ambitious dreams about 
the stage. 

‘““So you want to be an 
actress?’ queried the great 
man. And the little maiden 
said she did. The great man 
regarded her. She was young 
and pretty, which was an ad- 
vantage; but she looked modest 
which might be a drawback. 

‘‘What have you done?” 
asked he. 

‘IT have had a thorough 

course in elocution. I have played in amateur ”— 
‘*T don’t mean that! What have you done that 
will probably make you notorious? The road to 
stage distinction is already crowded and one needs _ - \\\W)A\AZRR ~AL | Zi 
unusual qualifications if one expects to rise.” \ dys i Wg jj s 
The little maiden seemed hardly to comprehend. Qe Le Vee 
‘‘T am willing to try very hard,” shesaid. ‘‘] ; J 
know that one must toil long and patiently. Yet 
the thought that I may some day be reckoned 
among the victorious ”— 
‘*The Victorias! I know of but one. She made 
a hit when she married Schelling and another 
when she left him, but I fear the profession has y i 
lost her. You never eloped, did you ?” AOA, mm 
‘*Oh, no, sir!” (vehemently. ) THE CALLER’S HYPOCRISY. 
‘Nor shot a married man ?” MIsTREss—‘* What did you tell those ladies who just called ?” 
‘* Mercy, no!” (with horror.) Baipost—* Ot told them that yez was not in, mum.” 
: ¥ : ia MisTREss—‘‘ And what did they say? 
‘* Ever mixed up in any scandal ? BripceT—“ ¢ How fortinit,’? mum.” 





IT CAUGHT HER EYE, 


AcEnt—‘‘I have some new mottoes for the 
home, ‘madam, that I would like to show you.” 

Woman—‘‘lI’ve got ‘God Bless our Home,’ the 
‘Old Oaken Bucket,’ and ‘Home, Sweet Home,’ 
now, and I don’t believe I want any more.” 

Acrnt—‘‘ Yes, madam ; but this one has had a 
very large sale.” 

Woman (reading)—‘‘ ‘Let us Have Peace.’ I'll 
take two of those, young feller.” 











HE EVOLUTED. 


There was a boy of modest mein, 
Who longed to cut a figger ; 

He longed to do some mighty deed 
And win fame for his jigger. 

He went up ina great balloon 
Attached to an umbreller; 

They sifted gravel and they found 
A quart of this rash feller. 








WANDERER (excited/y)\—‘‘ For heaven’s sake LANDLORD (sympathetically) —** Where did you | 
landlord! give me a drink of whiskey. I’ve get bit, up in Thompson's woods?” . 
been bit by a rattlesnake.” WANDERER—“ No ; right on the spot where | 

Landlord pours out good sized dose, which _ this ’ere hotel stands.” 
wanderer takes with evident satisfaction to LANDLORD—“ Impossible! This house was 
himself and the snake bite. built here twenty years ago.”’ 


If you can't afford a turkey geta piece of roast 
WANDERER—“ Well, that's when I was Dit.| Pork. The people next door can’t tell the differ- 
Good day.” | ence by the smell in cooking. 








BEST THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


SOGGLESPEIL’S CAT. 


HE was far from handsome on the day 
that little Fritzy Sogglespeil fished her 
out of the culvert opening at the corner ; 


proved her a bit, and when she dried out 
and set up a husky purring in gratitude 
her good disposition hid her physical de- 
fects, and she was taken in as a member 
of the Sogglespeil menage by acclamation. 
For several days she was content to lie 
under the ice-chest and allow the sewer- 
gas to work out of her pores; but one 
morning while the family were at break- 
fast she bounded out, caught the most 
plethoric rat that had ever been seen in the 
ward, and placing it carefully at Mr. 
Sogglespeil’s feet retired modesily to her 
lair. 
From that day Freida, as they called 
her, lived the life of a pampered queen. 
The choicest cuts of Frankfurter and the longest draughts of 
Sweitzercase buttermilk was hers, and she waxed fat, but not lazy, 
and soon had the rats and mice feeling like New York aldermen 
in Montreal. At last came a day when Sogglespeil had company, 
and as an inexpensive and exciting entertainment he bought a 
large wharf rat for Freida to massacre to make a German holiday. 
‘“‘Vait till you ged your eye on dot gat mit der rad,” he said to 
his wife’s uncle. ‘‘She vill it gif der paralyze burty kewick. Let 
her go, Fridzy !” and Fritzy “let her go.” 








IT WOULDN’T WORK TWICE. 
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TRAVELING FAKIR—‘‘ You see, ladies and gents, 
I simply reach into this gentleman’s hair, and 
presto ! I pull out a ten dollar bill.” 


my life!” 
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Mr. FULiGRIP (¢en minutes later)—‘* Find any- 
thin’?” 
TONSORIAL ARTIST—‘‘ Nossir !” 


\ 


MR, FULLGRIP —‘*Cut deeper, you dago.” Jounny BLIFFINGWELL— “Don't give us away, 

ARTIst—‘** Gottim all off, sah !” Molly. Mean’ Tommy Dunn's stole some of 

Mr. FuLicrirp—‘* Sail inter th’ beard an’ we'll pop’s best regalias, an’ we’se keepin’ shady till 
’ 





go snacks on what yer pan out!” we smokes ’m.’ 





Mr. BLIFFINGWELL—* Mary, I wish you'd go 
down cellar and see what that horrible odor is 
that comes up through the register. We're nearly 
suffocated! I never smelled anything like it in 


The cat made one grand bound, alighted squarely on the back 
of the squeaking rat, rolled her eyes back and forth a few times, 
turned a back summersault and tried to scratch her right-hand 
whiskers with her left back claw, at the same time giving vent 
to a plaintive ‘‘ whoop ! which Sogglespeil translated as a pzan 
of victory. 

The rat came up smiling after the onslaught with an expression 
of amazed doubt on his face at finding himself alive, and gazed 
into Freida’s face with much apparent pleasure. 

Once again did the cat make a bound, and this time she turned 
completely over, rolled a short distance, and slapped herself up 
against the door-casing like a wad of underdone dough. 

The rat, observing that he was hardly needed to add to-the 
features of the circus, ran between Mrs. Sogglespeil’s feet, 
climbed the back of grossmamma’srocking-chair and jumped out 
of the window, while Sogglespeil started for a Queen-Anne 
horse-pistol in a mortified rage and his shirt sleeves. He was 
just about to sink an artesian well in the person of his pet when 
he noticed a peculiar expression on her face. On looking closer 
he straightened up, raised his hands aloft, and as Grandma 
Sogglespeil left the room to get out of range, exclaimed, ‘‘I vos 
a low Dutch schlossenwasser ohf dot, gataind god der mumbps !” 

But Freida did mo¢have the mumps, for as little Fritzy crawled 
coyly under the table, while. grandma, with much gummy mut- 
tering, searched anxiously for her new set of chewing apparatus, 
he was heard to murmur, ‘‘ Heafen knows how I ged dem false 
toot’s out dot gat’s moud, dey vos so hard to ged in, bud, by 
gracks ! vos id not foon !!!” 


J. 8. GOODWIN, 


GOING BACK ON HIS BRAND. 
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Mr. Perkins—“Ive seen wax-works  advytised 
| enough, an’ now here goes five cents slap-bang to see 
| her go.” 








TIRED STATION AGENT— “Blame yer, I ain’t no safe !” 
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BEST ‘THINGS 


A DISCOURAGER OF CONVERSATION. 


O YOU remember as fur back as th’ siege 
of Petersburg, friend ?” 

I sized the questioner up, got a good 
grip on my pocket-book and cautiously 
answered, ‘‘I do, but I was very young 
at the time.” 

‘*Wasn't there yerself, then ?” 

‘*No.” 

‘‘It’s a great pity. I didn’t know but 
what I might talk over old times with 
yer.” 

‘Perhaps we can find a congenial 
subject,” I observed, as I let my knee 

Nj! drop so that his hand could slide off, and 
moved over as close as I could to the car-window. 
‘*P’raps we kin,” he said ; ‘‘ ever been ter Maddygasker ?” 
‘*No.” 
‘* Ever seen a South American dugong ?’ 
se No. ” 


What’s yer opinion on th’ subjec’ of the szderal astronomatics ?” 
I don’t know anything about them.” 
‘Sho! Got any chewin’ terbacker about yer?’ 
‘No.” 
‘Say, friend, where you from ?” 
‘ Korgiyackker.” 
‘Where ?” 
‘ Korgiyackker.” 
‘Where’s that ?” 
‘Right across the Yuggernock 
‘Rushy ?” 
‘No; New York State.” 
a | 


’ 


river from Yorstiveriski.” 














Jimmy FLiInn—‘‘ Say, Mickey Hickey, let’s play dat I'm a policeman and 
you must ask me de way to de city hall, and denI must clubde life out of yer.” 

Mickey Hickey-—-‘* Naw, I won’t.” 

Jimmy FLinn—‘Oh, pshaw! yer never want to have no fun.” 


‘* How fur is it from Yonkers ?” 

‘* About ten ohms.” 

He was beginning to wilt a little, and I followed up my advantage. 

‘*T’ve read something about Petersburg,” I said. ‘‘ Did you fight 
in Charlemagne’s division ?” ; 

‘* Whose?” 

‘*Charlemagne’s.” 

‘‘ It's so long ago I most forgit, but ’s near as Ikin remember my 
gineral was named Smith.” 

‘*Was he monocotyledonously inclined, or did he favor anthro- 
pological eseterotism in his manner of conducting the campaign ?” 

‘* Look here, stranger, one or th’ other of us is a nat'ral fool,” he 
broke out, ‘‘an’ I’m puffectly willin’ ter take th’ benefit of the doubt 
an’ shut up. What d’ yer say?” 

I said, and the train rolled on. 


AN EYE TO BUSINESS. 

A couple of burglars had just ransacked a lawyer's house. The 
legal light was aroused by the midnight marauders, and just as 
they were about to leave his room he handed them a pasteboard. 

‘My ecard,” he said. ‘‘If you are caught by the police you may 
want counsel.” : 


FROM JUDGE. 


BLIGHTED HOPE. 


—~ ~ 


SHIPWRECKED SAILOR (who has been in the water for hours)—* A raft! 
a raft!” 


4 HIS LAST CHANCE. 

‘‘It seems to me,” said a mother to a young girl who was 
about to be married, ‘‘that your future husband is a little too 
exacting ; he wants this, that and the other; I consider him a 
perfect nuisance.” 

‘Well, dear mamma, we can afford to indulge him for once. 
Let him have his way now—you know ‘twill be the last time.” 





THE SPIRIT’S QUESTION. 

‘‘T am the shade of thy deceased husband,” said the ghost at 
midnight, ‘‘and I want to know whose picture that is that three 
weeks after my death hangs in the parlor. Who is the homely- 
looking politician ?” 

‘‘Why,” gasped the widow, ‘‘that is a picture of you—your 
daughter has taken drawing lessons for two weeks and that is 
the result.” 

The spirit sighed and faded. 
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THE HOBOKEN PIGEON SHOOT. 


SCHNEITZER --'‘ Now, Wilhelm, when dot snoozer pulls de cord, tickle me 
unter de ribs so I laugh unt maig de shod scagdder.” 
































BEST THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


SOME BLANK VERSE. 


‘*Whitlin’? Waal, kind ’r. 

What ’m I makin’? 

Not so pow’ful much t’ day. 

Takin ’t kind ’r easy like. 

Say, friend, ’j ever see a feller 

Squar’ th’ circle? 

Don’t know how ’t’s done? 

Git out! Yer foolin’. 

No? 

Come yere. Git a soft an’ 
straight-grained chunk ‘r 
white wood ; knife ‘Il cut it 
thet ’s been pryin’ nails. 

Ease off th’ angles. Glass ? 

Yer don’t need glass ter scrape 
it if yer handy. 

What ’m I drivin’ at ? 

Sho! child. Kate, she tried ter 
git—she didn’t steal it—tried 
ter git a squar’-sawed tie off 
’n th’ railroad tucked inter th’ 
kitchen stove through th’ 
kiver. 





A PRUDENT MAID. 


“T think I would soon 
make an impression on 
Miss Prude if it wasn’t for 
that horrid parrot which 
she keeps in the parlor,” 
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WONDERS NEVER CEASE. 

said De Jinks. WASHINGTON COUNTY HAYSEED—‘' Well, begosh! I’ve often 
‘That's all imagination,” hear tell on paper machines what makes paper and prints it at 

replied Merritt. ‘‘I'vebeen ther same time, but I never 'spected ter see one. Gosh! 





there myself. Ifshe cared these city folks is hummers, I reckon.” 
DRIVING A BARGAIN, 9 es os 
= , i a : - anything for you she would 7 en 
Can yez give me the job av cleanin’ out this bank: ieee w snes egnen Ubi we . , . : 
“Tam very sorry, my good woman, but the cashier hus throw a cover overt e cage No girl can make a fool of a man unless he has 
already done that.” whenever you called.’ first made a fool of himself. 





LOST HIS GRIP. 
Eprror—‘‘ You don’t send us any 
more poems; have you stopped 
writing ?” 
Port—‘‘No, sir; my stamps have 


given out.” 





EXPERIMENT TEACHES. 


‘¢Sue,” said Tom, ‘‘ did you hear this ?” 
(Could it be he meant to trick her ?) 
‘The concussion of a kiss 
Always makes the gas-flame flicker.” 


Then experiments they tried 
In the interests of science, 
And their lips, as she complied, 
Soon had formed a strong alliance. -——-.., = = 





After trials two or three, 
Happy as a man in liquor, : 
** See it flicker, Sue!” said he ; 
Quoth the maiden, ‘Let it flicker.” UNBECOMING PRIDE. 
‘Since Alphonse won that hat and those cigars on the election he’s 
The idle man passes a long day. got to be too proud to notice anybody.” 


~~ 
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EXAMPLE IS CONTAGIOUS. 
OFFICER @F THE DAY—‘‘Salute when you see an officer or I'll put you in HIGH-PRIVATE Connors (af the barracks five minutes later) —**Tek yure iat 


the guard-house !” 





clane off yez phin vez see an Irish sojer, yez shnake !” 


A CASE OF SUGGESTION. 

Master Freddy had just been 
playing with Mars, a big black 
Newfoundland, his frequent com- 
panion, 

Just then a chimney-sweep, 
who had been at work all the 
morning, came in for his pay. 

‘*And don't you like the sweep, 
Freddy ?” asked his aunt when the 
man of soot had gone out. 

“Oh. nol": i 

**And why not? Although he is 
black he is very kind.” 


“Yes ; but he wouldn’t give me 


his paw.” 


Which is the proper time to dine? 
Which is the pleasantest plan ? 
If you’re rich dine when you will, 

If poor, dine when you can. 
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BEST THINGS 





ROBBING PETER TO PAY PAUL. 


DRILL SERGEANT—‘‘Can’t you hunch up your shoulders and make that Recruit—‘* How’s that suit yer, sir?” 
coat fit a little better ?” 














IT WORKED LIKE A CHARM. 


NEAR-SIGHTED ROUNDSMAN—“‘ Well, there’s not much use of my patroling CasEY—‘‘ Be gobb, I t’ought he was coming up the shtrate that toime, but 
Casey’s beat. He’s always on hand. It’s a pity the rest of the force are not he changed his moind, (70 dartender)—Set ’em up agin, Moik.” 
like him. I'll not bother him to-day.” 





4 
. 


x 


: a 
»S 





T Ql 
KS 


FICTION AND FACT. 

BOSTON FATHER (reading letter from absent son) ; MY /. | ”ae 
always thought William would make himself popular. wb? v2 : ae ee ae 
The Montana people have just given himatestimonial, | 3 a ; ' 
in the shape of an eider-down party.” William, as he appeared during the eider-down party. 


wars 

















SAID her eyes were heaven's biue, 
I said her cheeks were rosy hue, 
I said her lips were rosy, too; 
I cannot tell you all I said. 
I did not know, I could not tell, 


I sang her of the violets blue, 
I sang her in the gloaming, too; 
I sang the song ‘‘ Sweet Bye and Bye,” 


I asked her, but she would not tell, 
Why she should ring her chestnut bell. 


I told her it was very hot, 
I said I felt the earthquake shock, 


. !ut still she sat as if in pain ; 
| I did not know, I could not tell, 


I told her I'd a fortune earn, 
And, when the leaves began to turn, 
I’d ask her father for her hand, 
There was no fairer in the land; 
But then, oh. I remember well, 
How hard she thumped her chestnut bell. 





‘“ REVENCHE.” 


Himmighoffer stood outside of Brommer’s saloon. 
going from one paroxysm of laughter into another and curl- 
ing himself up into a succession of howling knots, each one 
of which threatened to break him in two. 

Casey, the policeman, approached him. ‘‘Phwhat occa- 
sions hav’ yez fr wakin’ ivery baby in th’ bhlock ?” he said. 

‘‘Holt me tighde, Mishder Gasey, pefore I pust mein 
selluf. I vos pounced oudder saloon! Py Chim, I dinks I 
die mit choy mit it! Ha, ha, ha! ho, hol! he-he-he-ho!” 
and he actually turned purple. 

‘¢Qi doan’ see anythin’ so dom funny t be kicked out av 
a dacint hottel like thot wan,” said Casey, as he sent a 
curious gamin rolling across the street like a human pin- 
wheel. ‘‘ Vot’s dat?” exclaimed Himmighoffer, ‘‘ you don’d 
see noddings funny? Dot Brommer vos von ass-fool! Dot’s 
vots funny, mein frent. I trank me ein glass bier, unt 
Brommer he vos showt me he’s trained fly dot he gebt from 
lasd sommer. Ven! tolt him dot I mein.money lefd on der 
biano he mighdy kwick grabbed der bung-shdarter unt oud 
[ vent—he-he-he-ho-ho! holt me, Misder Gasey ! He don’d 
know dot I shwadlert der fly!” 





A BOY OF THE PERIOD. 





OLD sport (¢o stranger)—‘* Talk about catching! there isn’t a man 
on the diamond that can do what I’ve done in that line. Why, Ive 
stood behind the bat a-taking in twirlers that would kill an ordinary 
man.” 








A moment later a terrific foul enters the grand-stand. 
SMALL BOy—* Come back, fellys! I got her.’’ 





BEST THINGS 


HER CHESTNUT BELL. 


And ** When the Swallows Homeward Fly ;” 


I asked her if she thought ’twould rain, 


\Vhy she should ring her chestnut bell. 





FROM JUDGE. 27 


PUTTING IT INA DIFFERENT LIGHT, 
In the garden. : 
‘*Are you not ashamed, cousin, to kill a pretty little bird like 
that ?” 
‘* But, my dear girl, I thought it would look so well in your 
hat.” 
‘*True, I didn’t think of that! It’s exactly the same shade of 


Why she should ring her chestnut bell. gray. You are very kind !” 





IN A DEVOTIONAL MOOD. 

THE MINISTER—‘“‘ As your guardian, Lucille, I must insist upon 
your regular attendance at devotional services.” 

His cHarGE—‘‘ Why, then, guardy, what makes you use such 
dreadfully dreadful words? You needn’t insist at all. I've got 
a new love of a bonnet and a perfect dream of a wrap, and I'd 
just as lieve go as not.” 

Why a ship’s like a woman ?—conundrums are many; 
But this reason, perhaps, is far better than any : 

That one thing peculiar in each mother’s daughter— 
She slips off her stays when she goes in the water. 





‘‘ABSENCE MAKES THE HEART GROW FONDER.” 

Aunt Harriet (¢0 her city niece)—‘‘1 can’t see, Sylvia, why that 
lady next door came in a carriage to leave her card for you, after 
goin’ everywhere else first.” 

Sytvia—‘‘ Why, because I’m a next-door neighbor, and of 

course the last to be thought of.” 





SOUND ADVICE. 
Patient—‘‘ Doctor, I can’t sleep nights. What shall I do?” 
Doctor—‘‘ Get a position somewhere as night-watchman.” 
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SOMETHING WANTING. 


LusBER—“ Hello, chappy ! all rigged out for yachting, eh ?” 
SEADOG—-* Yaas. Got everything but the yacht.” 





RATHER DURABLE. 

CaRPET-DEALER—‘‘ Yes, madam; that is a fine stair carpet, and very 
durable.” 

Woman—‘‘ Will it last well?” 

CaRPET-DEALER—‘‘ Madam, fourteen years ago I sold a piece of that 
carpet to a woman and she used it ten years steady.” 

Woman—‘‘ Then did she throw it away?” 

CaRPET-DEALER—‘‘No, madam. I should say not. For the last four 
years her boy has worn it for every-day pants.” 





THE LADY WAS MISTAKEN. 
Mrs. Guzz.eron (on the stairs)—‘‘ This is a great time of night for you 
to be coming home, John Guzzleton !” 
Mr. Guzz.etTon (consulting his watch)—‘‘ You're wrong, m’ dear. It’s 
the smallest time in the whole day. Just one o’clock, *pon honor !” 





SLANDERING THE ANIMAL KINGDOM. 
Jones, who is an inveterate diner-out, is also a bit of a philosopher. 
This is his latest ‘‘ mot:” 
‘‘T hear a great deal said about the slowness of the turtle, but notice 
that he generally arrives in time for the soup.” 
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BEST ‘THINGS 


O, COME OFF! 





A comet gay 

In the milky way 

Frisked in play. 

** Hello! hello!” 

He starts with fear, 

‘* What is this here ?” 

With a roar, 

‘You must be a stranger here, ma'am, 
For I never have met you before.” 


Witha wee 

Voice says she, 

‘‘ That may be. 

I’m a new creation from Paris. 

Everyone calls me a perfect love. 

I belong to a bonnet. 

Below a short way 

[ passed the custom 

House to-day. 

My lady sits 

Below at the play, 

While I soar to heaven above.” 
JESSIE SHEPHERD. 


QUESTIONABLE DESTINATION. 


Deadwood Hollins was a bad man. 

He came west on the back of an army mule at the age of seven, 
and began his occidental career on his arrival at Jewel Crag by 
soaking the faithful animal's tail in kerosene and applying a 
match toit. On his father’s remonstrance, Deady, as they called 
him, reached around back of the old gentleman, drew the 
paternal revolver and bored a 
hole in his sire large enough to 
crawl through. For this deed 
he was more or less canonized 
in the hearts of the Crag citizens, 
and when at the age of fifteen he 
completed the task of making { 
himself an orphan, by pushing 
his mother down an abandoned 
shaft, he jumped into state pro- 
minence as.a dangerous man. An 
appointment as sheriff brought 
him the chance to gratify his 
killing propensities, and at the 
age of thirty his private grave- 
yard was literally brimming over. 
Stage - robbery, horse - stealing, 
arson and general cussedness 
filled in the chinks between the 
murders, and when at last an 
enemy, who was never detected, 
substituted a dynamite for a_per- 
cussion cartridge in his revolver, 
and Deady carelessly snapped the _ 
hammer on it, what was left of 
him was the residue of a very un- 
respectable citizen. 

The camp rector, a mild and 
guileless man named Bland, was 
called in to offer spiritual con- 
solation to the dying, but think 
as hard as he could he could not 
remember one single act of 
Deady’s which it was possible 
to twist into anything approach- 
ing goodness, and all he was able 
to say was that he was very sorry this be private property ?’ 
the accident had occurred. 

‘Parson, whispered Deady, of the finny tribe ?” 

i you're a square man an’ I allus FARMER —“ O, that’s all right. 


Sport —‘*Where am I goin’? Well if that isn’t a pretty question to 
ask! Can’t yer see by my make-up that I’m an angler, and in search 


FROM JUDGE. 


SHE HAD NEVER SEEN A SCARECROW. 
Mrs, O'GuIRE (a “ttle near sighted)—‘*Oh moi, oh moi! Phat t’in legs 
Pat Hollohan’s b’y has on him onyhow. I wonder has he been sick ?” : 





set store by yer, an’ no man kin say I ever fired at _you when you 
wasn't lookin’. I’m goin’ now, parson, and I want yer t’ know I 
like yer, and I can’t say no more ter make yer b’lieveit than ter 


wish right here that we may meet whar I’m a-goin ter fetch up ! 
Good-bye, parson,” and Deady stopped talking forever. The 
parson went home, and has been wondering ever since whether 
Mr. Hollins’s last wish will be gratified. 





PECULIARLY ELIGIBLE. 


At a school examination, the 
principal, knowing that the mem- 
bers of the committee whose duty 
it was to assign the prizes were 
frequently annoyed by the im- 
portunities of parents, especially 
recommended one pupil as hav- 
ing claims to their consideration. 

‘*But in what do these claims 
consist?” asked the chairman. 

**She has no mother.” 


RESTITUTION. 


She took the little Cupid in her hand, 
A dainty figure modeled out of clay; 
She said, the sweet coquette, ‘Who 

could withstand 
The charms the tiny statue doth dis- 
play !” 


. Admiringly the smiling elf I took— 
But I, alas! am clumsiest of men — 
It dropped and broke; I braved her 
angry look. 
“* Take me,” I said ; ‘* Love shall be 
whole again.” 
NATHAN M. LEVY. 


Almost any girl likes to feel 
able to twist a young man around 
her finger, but she generally pre- 
fers to have the young man circle 
it himself with a diamond ring. 


MISUNDERSTOOD. 
FARMER—‘‘I say, stranger, where be yer goin’? Don’t yer know 


When a man has the convic- 
tion that the world owes him a 
living, the best thing he can dois 
to go to work immediately and 


I tho’t yer was goii’ a-fishin’ !” collect the debt. 













“THINGS 














QUITE A REFORMATION. 

Deacon—*: Well, my son, do you see any change in your father since he 
joined the church ?” 

Boy -‘*You bet! Why, when he used ter go gunnin’ on Sunday he would 
just trow his gun over his shoulder and walk off as large as life, not carin’ 
for anyone; but” 

DEACON— ** Now "— 

Boy —* Why, he hides the gun under his coat and sneaks out the back 
way. 








Be ———=—=— 


- a ave | 
Lorp HAwcarkK (/o Mrs. Bretcher Boots)—‘ Almost everything in your | 


country beats us in mere size, my deah madame, but you cawn’t get neah us 
in the weight of our”. 








(as he goes under)—**S-s-shwrimps !” 





FROM JUDGE. 29 
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MATERIALLY DIFFERENT. 
DupLey—‘‘ How much do you weigh, Marion?” 


HAWBERT—*' Ninety-fouah paounds.”’ 
DupLEY—‘‘ No; I mean net weight-r, without yure cane, deah.” 


ON REAGAN'S BALCONY, 


oe ZAR (= ' 1 





Mrs. REAGAN (whose husband has done well on the aqueduct)—“ Goats ain' 
after bein’ stylish no more, Mrs, Casey. It’s a deer-par-rk we've shtarted.” 





. ee > 


Mrs, Casey (investigating on her way home)—‘‘ Av thot ain't Cor-rnalius 
Reagan’s ould nanny, Oi’!l ate it!” 
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BEST THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


A PASTORAL ROMANCE, 


OVELY Miss Lucinda Tyler went to 
Farmer Hayseed’s for the summer. The 
object of her vist was to secure rest and 
quiet. She decided to abstain from all so- 
cial excitementand at first she succeeded, 
After a while, however, her resolution 
gradually gave way and she found her- 
self indulging in a pleasant littie flirtation 
with Farmer Hayseed’s son, John. 

John was good-looking and accommo- 
dating, and he didn’t object in the least to 
the effects of the city girl’s fascinations. 

i In fact, he rather seemed to like it, and 

when he got hold of her hand one evening—accidentally, of course— 

and gave it a good squeeze, the affair developed into something 
serious. 

Of course Miss Tyler’s affections were not permanently disabled, 
but she sympathized with the steady devotion of her admirer and 
encouraged him because she, like all women, fancied that sort of thing. 
Even Eve left poor old Adam an hour or two to flirt with that very 
insinuating old gentleman known as Beelzebub. 

John’s courtship was placid and unremitting. Everything he could 
do for Miss Tyler was done. It was therefore with regret that he saw 
the end of August approaching, for then she was toleave. He took 
her out riding. They entered a long, well-shaded, romantic-looking 
road, and almost before Miss Tyler knew anything John exclaimed, 
with more or less emotion : 

‘‘T love you.” 
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SUFFERING FOR FASHION. 


‘*Whew ! I tell you what, it’s cold! I wish Sister Mary hadn’t cut up all the 
blankets for toboggan suits.” 





‘*This is very sudden,” she replied. 

**T hope you ain't mad about it?” 

‘*No; I don’t, know ’”—and as she faltered his arm encircled her 
waist. There was silence for a minute or two, and then pity got the 
better of the dear girl’s feelings, and she said softly : 

‘‘John, I should think that you would get tired of the monotony of 
your life here.” 

**Yes; it is kind o’ tiresome sometimes.” 

‘* Tell me what you do.” 

**You won't get mad about it?” 

‘*Certainly not.” 

**Well, you know, we run this farm in summer so’s to make 
enough to keep the family the rest of the year. Mam sees to the 
cooking ; pap tends to the work out-doors, and they make me do all 
the love-making business.” 

‘** The love-making business ?” 

“Yes; that’s what it amounts to. Flirt with the boarders, you 
know, and make ’em believe that they’ve made a mash. First it was 
tough work—kind o’ bashful, you know—and the first summer I only 
popped to two girls. The second summer I got upto six. Last 
season I reached a dozen, and this year—but, say, you ain’t mad 
about it, are you?” 

‘‘No, dear John,” and her head nestled fondly on his shoulder. 
‘‘What a pretty hat you have! Let me hold it for you; and, 
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INCLUDED IN THE GROUP. 


Mr. PEEDLEY—“ Here’s a good fittin’ coat on this figger, Mandy. 
Wait ’Il the man comes an’ I'll ax th’ price.” 

THE DUMMy—*Git out th’ focus, you old chump! Im the head 
salesman, an’ they’re just takin’ my photo for an ad.” 





dear John, how fine and soft your hair is.” And she ran her 
fingers gently through his chestnut locks. Presently she 
put both hands up there, and after getting a good, tight 
hold, she pulled with all the gathered strength of a six 
weeks’ vacation. John tried to yell, but he couldn’t—his 
breath forsook him. He tried to speak, but it was no go. 
The big tears that rolled down his cheeks were the only 
manifestations of his misery, but they were enough to touch a 
heart of stone.. In about a minute—to John it seemed a cen- 
tury—the lovely Miss Tyler released her hold and gathered 
several dozen strands of chestnut hair into a knot. 

‘‘No, dear John,” she said, in her sweetest way, ‘‘I ain't 
mad. I only wanted atuft of your lovely hair for a summer 
souvenir. And now, dear John, suppose we return.” 

Dear John obeyed without a murmur. They reached home, 
and that night at a family council John issued his ultimatum. 
“Dad,” said he, ‘‘if there’s any more courtin’ business to be 
done ’round here you've got to do it. I've quit for good.” 


SUB ROSA CURIOSITY. 


McSTEw (at Tiffany's, just after getting a settlement of his aqueduct con- 
tract)—‘*P-sh-sh! Phile th’ ould’ ooman’s phricin’ solithary dimunds, aise 
me mind be tellin’ me wor thot poor young gurr’l in a railroad acchi- 
dent, or wor she bor-rn so?” 












BLYLIOn, 


ALACK the day! upon a time, not many 
years agone, 
Within the city of New York a little Smith 
., .. was born. 

He kicked and grew (as babies will) until 
one summer da 
He found himself just twenty years upon 
life’s stormy way. 


And then began his troubles dire. He loved 

a litttle maid 

Who would not marry him because ‘‘ Your 

name is Smith,” she said; 

‘I do believe one half mankind bear that 

same appellation, 

And though I love you, John, I must refuse 
your application.” 





The legislature would not change his name for such a whim. 

‘Tis good enough for us,” they said, ‘‘and good enough for him.” 
You see it happened—strange to say—they all were burdened with 
The self same name—that ancient name, the myriad name of Smith. 


He vowed to travel far away to climes unknown before, 

And Haggard-like explore their depths in search of fame and gore. 
To many foreign lands he went, but whereso’er he came 

He found some former voyager had carried there his name, 


The dry-goods clerks in every land, the sailors on the ships, 

When asked to tell their names they formed his name between their lips. 
The merchants and the doctors, the nobles—yes, the kings, 

Pronounced the magic name of Smith with varied mutterings. 


A sadder and a weary man, he sought his native shores, 

But scarcely had he put his foot on Castle Garden floors 

When waiting for him stood the maid he loved so long ago ; 

She started back, then cried aloud in tones full-fraught with woe: 


‘“‘If you had waited but one day I might have been. your wife, 

But just a year ago, dear John, I tied myself for life.” 

‘* What is your name ?” John frantic cried—“ this is a cruel myth;” 

With downcast eyes she answered low, ‘*‘ My name—my name—is Smith.” 


Five minutes later John was carried homeward in a hack, 
And just five minutes after he lay dead upon his back. 
The mourners at his grave were few—he was unknown to fame ; 
But on his tomb in bold relief they cut, ‘‘ Smith was his name.” 
THOS. ABBE. 





LOGICAL. 
Two friends are conversing. 
‘‘I know of nothing more disagreeable than a man who never has 
any money about him.” 
‘Quite true, because one can never borrow anything of him.” 
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A LUCKY NUMBER. 


Basoony (3 a.m.)—‘‘ Ver’ much ’bliged, old boy, for offer of a bunk; but howjer 
know this is right house? Numbersh keep zigzagin’ all ’round me /” 

FizzLe - ‘ Thatsh all right. My place ’s number 69, ye know, an’ y’ can’t turn 
those figgersh upside down.” 


BEST THINGS FROM JUDGE. 
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AT THE ZOO. 
Mrs. GALLAGHER —“ Jamsey !” d 
Mr. GALLAGHER—“ Norah !” 
Mrs, GALLAGHER—‘‘ Will yez git an t’ th’ agle wid th’ mumps !” 


A WISE MEDICINE MAN. 


Dr. Essonte—‘‘ Dat chile 0’ yours am lookin’ poo’ly, Mrs. 
Yallerby. What's he done gone an’ swallowed this time ?” 

Mrs. YaLLERBY—‘‘ A bit ob lead-pencil, docto’.” 

Dr. Esponte—‘‘H'm! What he wants now,ma’am, am an 
erasive remedy. I recéommend him ter chew a piece ob 
Indjy-rubber half an hour afore each meal.” 


PROVIDING AGAINST CONTINGENCIES, 

The valet of a well-known man about town was in the 
habit of getting terribly ‘‘ loaded.” 

‘But supposing you were to be found in the street in such 
a condition?” asked his master when the culprit was 
‘‘sobering up” after an unusually prolonged ‘‘ bender.” 

‘‘Never fear for me, sir,” was the audacious reply. ‘I 
always keep a few of your visiting cards in my pocket in 
case of accident.” 











SAD ENOUGH. 

SuE—“‘ Davesa, I spoke hastily ; forgive me ; do not turn away and 
leave me without a word. Forgive me, I entreat, and maké some allow- 
ance for a woman’s jealous outbreak !” 

He—‘* Donna Inez, a Castilian never breaks his oath—farewell.” 
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THE MARCH OF IMPROVEMENT. 


Mrs, DorsEy—‘‘ Wese may not be Arnica 
Conshtebbles ’r Macy's, but be gob wese 
kin have a cash thrack. MHere’s youre 
change, Johnny Flynn.” 


~dicked. UE 


HARD LUCK. 


MOowWING-MACHINE VETERAN—* Blessed if ever 
I see such onery luck. Here’s #right shoe an’ a 
left glove ’s good as new.” 


A DEVICE. 


For carrying a cane, umbrella and dog without 
inconvenience 
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HOW BELLA EARNED HER WAY. 
A STORY OF VASSAR. 


ELLA RESTINGSTALL was the daughter of proud 
parents, and when she announced her intention 
of working her way through Vassar college her 
high-bred mother laughed a low, supercilious 
laugh; while her oldest brother, who was re- 
clining in an all-wool Mexican grass hammock 
with all the luxurious abandon of the latter part 
of the fourth century, sneered contemptuously 

d and thought of his own lordly career at the 
university of Montana. This career was so brilliant, in fact, that 
at the end of the first term he had to leave on account of his eyes 

—so the local paper said. 

But Bella wasa girl eminently of sand. Her hair was of a light, 
sandy hue, and while there were no easily disintegrating con- 
stituents in her teeth, it requires no chemical lore to know that 
even the hardest materials are the result of induration. 

Oh, yes; Bella had sand, lots of it! 


turfed campus were the Restingstalls, the parents who had ridi- 
culed the modest proposal of the daring girl to earn her own 
way through Vassar. 

-‘*My brave daughter,” murmured her father (an imperious, 
high-strung soul, not unlike Boulanger before his recent duel) ; 
was it by painting or the writing of sketches for Harper's that you 
beat your path?” 

‘* By neither,” said the young girl, as the two wandered over 
to some shade trees where a waiter was dipping out lemonade 
made from pure water and a label from a lemon-extract bottle. 
‘* During vacations I made up the berths on a Hudson river steam- 
boat, and in the spring I picked huckleberries for the Pough- 
keepsie restaurants.” 

Old Restingstall had fainted. He was not a strong man, any- 
way, and not for six generations had one of his line earned his 
own living. 


ORLANDO RURNETT, 


A LACK OF BUSINESS SENSE. 
CANDID FRIEND (40 young author)—‘‘ Your story is a good one, | 
admit, Edgar; but you never can make much money out of it 
without considerable alterations.” 


The class of humpty-steen, Vassar, had graduated. The campus 
was flecked with white dresses and ribbon-encircled dipiomas, the 
evidences of completed educations, the pontoons on which young 


Epcgar—‘‘ Why, what's wrong?” 
Canpip FRIEND—‘* You should have your hero dine at Topitoff’s, 
wear only clothes made by Shearem, take a box at Blowhard’s 


womanhood trundles over to the dry land of real life. 
Among the group of delighted parents standing about the green- 


theatre, and drink exclusively the wines imported by Fuddleton. 
Always use the names that will bring you money, my boy.” 


HER. 


Oh ! the history and the mystery, 
Of that naughty little ‘‘ Her”! 

Often sinning, always winning, 

With a laugh each day beginning, 
Setting all our hearts astir. 


Wild and willful, sweet and skillful, 
‘*Her” believes in nature’s art; 

Losing mitten, teasing kitten, 

Doing more than can be written, 
Busy from the very start. 


Dancing sunlight seems such fun 
bright 
To the precious little elf ; 
If you task her, or should ask her 
Name, the merry little masker 
Answers, ‘‘ Her is just Herself.” 
PEARL EYTINGE. 


If you want to hear a tale of 
hard luck and destitution just 
ask a fellow for the money he 
owes you. 





—= 


A DOWN EAST INVENTION. 
New York DxumMER —‘: You have got the bulge on the 
Yorkers in the matter of hats, anyway. Did that style of 


PoRTLAND, MaInrF, CITIZEN—‘‘ Yes; it’s called the ‘ Neal 
plug originate here ?” 


Dow.’ ‘Take suthin’?” 


The oldest schemes trap the 
most victims. 








AT MRS. MALONEY’S. 


**And so, Mrs. Maloney, yez 
bin afther openin’ up a boord- 
in’ house? Well, it’s a ’plucky 
woman yez are, to be sure, wid 
a house full o’ brats, to be un- 
dertakin’ of sich throubles, in- 
dade, indade.” 


“Ts it yez mane to be afther 
onsulthen me, Mrs. McFlynn, 
by spakin’ of the undthertaker in 
the same brith wid me boord?” 


‘Ye mishtake me _ intirely, 
Mrs. Maloney; but sence yez 
feel to be so insulthed Oi may 
as well be afther tellin’ yez that 
me husband overheerd—acci- 
dental loike— Pat Rooney a 
tellin’ o’ Johnny Flannigan that 
the creepin’ things as wuz 
crawlin’ round an’ over him had 
bin a carryin’ off his shirts fer 
sure; leastways yez called it 
a ‘mysterious disappearance’ 
intirely. Thin Johnny Flan- 
nigan spakes up and he says, 
says he, ‘Arrah! now, Pat, 
thim same creepin’ things niver 
carried off yez shirt at all, at 
all. Thim same is too much 
ingaged: in practicin’ their 
thrade of phlewbottomy.’ ‘An’ 
what moight that be? says 
Pat. ‘Blood-lettin’,’ reploies 
Johnny.” 


‘*Indade now, Mrs. McFlynn, it's widout sarcasity that I’m sayin’ 
it’s an auctioneer yez ort to be, so glib are yez a cryin’ off sicind-hand 
As for Pat Rooney’s shirruts, it’s all aloi on the face iv it, for 


things. 


BEST THINGS 





FROM JUDGE. 





MIss MARGIE (sweet/y)—“ That’s just what I want you to do, papa. 
can squeeze along on that until next week.’’ 


THE LAST OF HIS RACE, 


Lorp HuGccermMuc—* At lawst our noble game's before us! We'll stalk him 
and draw lots for the first shot, y’ know.” 





SLASHED DIck (the cow-puncher)—“ Easy, fellers! 


a 
‘ 
pa : 
= te “ES 


monkeyin’. Iain’t runnin’ this last-stake shootin’-gallery fer fun !” 


eo? 


VANQUISHED ON THE ROOF GARDEN. 
Papa (decisively)-—** This blamed extravagance has got to stop! If you can’t check it I shall have to !” 


Ten dollars a shot, an’ 





no 


Draw the check for a hundred and fifty. I 





niver a shirrut has that same Pat Rooney but the wan on 
his back and another in the landry; and by the same tokens 
whin one goes out for the washin’ he carries the ither one 
around, av coorse. Oi'll have yez know Oi makes it me biz- 
ness to open all the drawers and thrunks of me boorders ivery 
day, so Oi can be sure nothin’ is afther bein’ takin’ from thim. 
It's moi duty, Mrs. McFlynn, it’s moi duty to go to all that 
throuble ; and as for me boord, no one kin be havin’ betther, 
for shure me brats, as ye call thim, get the scraps from the 
best iv houses ivery day, soin faith Oi kin say ’tis of the 
best and furrest-class in ivery respict. As fer the blood- 
lettin’, the bottomy, I knows nothin’ whatsumever about. 
Shure the beautifool purple color on his face and nose is a 
thrue affidavit to that loi, Mrs. McFlynn, as thrue an affidavit 
as the stringth of yer breath is to the quality of Barney 
O’Harrigan’s whiskey.” 
IN A PREDICAMENT. 

‘**There’s a nice old lady lives here,” said the tramp to a 
companion, as he gave a tap on the back door. 

‘*There ain't nobody to home,” said the companion after 
waiting five minutes. ‘‘What are you going to do?” 

‘‘She’d never forgive me if she knew I came near here and 
didn’t stop, and—well, by thunder !|—I hain’t got any of my 
calling cards left, neither.” 


NORA MARBLE, 








THE PEDANT. 


In other’s thoughts he is most learned, 
His own are yet to be discerned ; 

He gives the bright ideas of many, 

While he himself can’t boast of any; 

A walking book-shelf, furnished full 

Of much that’s wise and beautiful, 

In which he ne’er can claim estate, 
Though proud to bear the mental weight. 





WICKED WASTE OF MATERIALS. 

He had a fine theory about wholesomeness of cereals, and 
breakfasted and suppered upon one or another to the ex- 
clusion of everything else. One morning, however, as he 
for the twentieth time. removed a sharp-pointed husk from 
between his lips he ventured to inquire the nature of the 
dish he was eating. 

‘*Fluted wheat,” was his wife’s response. 

‘ Well,” he calmly remarked, as he set aside the dish, ‘‘I 
think you forgot to remove the fluting needles.” 





THE WHOLE TRUTH. 
CustomER (mpatienily)—‘‘ Hello, there ! 
morning ?” 
Grocer (hurrying up from the cellar, absent-mindedly)—‘‘ Same 
as usual, glucose and sand.” 


What’s sugar this 
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BEST THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


VERY HIGH ART. 


*TWAS at the Academy of Art, 
A critic, over-awing, 
Descanted terms all learned by heart 
About a free-hand drawing. 
We at our hearts felt envy gnawing, 
We knew just naught of free-hand draw- 


ing. 


But Bilks, an impressario, 
Stood by, a ballet-programme clawing, 
And said *‘ High art with us also 
Depends upon our free-leg drawing !” 
We blushed, our diffidence now thawing, 
For we had seen his free-leg drawing. 


FE SEL er Ee goa ee eee ee 


We would have said, 
But thought it rude, 

* High art with each 
Leans toward the nude.*’ 


A DUBIOUS REPUTATION. 

‘‘T hope your husband is not so indolent as he used te be,” 
said the minister to an old colored woman. 

‘«* Deed he ain’t, sah,” replied Aunt Chloe. . 

‘‘That’s excellent news, my good woman,” said the pious . ~ = 
man, noe Ras . : m : A DIGNIFIED ASSERTION OF MANHOOD. 

“You se jus’ talkin’, sah, she replied. My man 18 a ““Boo—hoo—hoo! He says he won’t never come home unless father 
hustler in providin’ fur his family ‘round Thanksgivin’s. apologizes for whipping him.” 





HE DIDN’T ASK CREDIT. 


Jack Borrowrr—‘‘I’m in a peck of trouble, Tom, and I wish, 
if you can, you would help me 


A FAMILY DIFFERENCE. 

Miss Daisy Buffington tried to entertain her Aunt Hepsibah, from 
.-4 yy, Vhree Mile Junction, last week, 
out.” : i ae “4044 f* butlamentably failed in impress- 

Wiceins—‘‘ Any way I can, >) Wy a ie 7 ing the old lady with her niece’s 
my boy; only don’t ask me again sense of right and wrong. They 
to put my name on the back of boarded a train on the elevated 
your note.” railroad, and all the way down 

3ORROWIT (wrth an injured air)— town Miss Daisy did her best io 
‘*T wasn’t asking for your credit, 1 Va A point out the objects of interest 
Tom—all I want is a_ little— \ Zt Zz .¥ NOAH A to be seen from the car win- 
cash !” Wis A\ dows, and explain to her kins- 
woman why such little acces- 
sories to the ensemdle of the city 
as the Phelps statue and a west- 
sidewalk Sixth avenue dude 
were allowed to exist. On 
reaching the Battery the statue 


MARY ’S LITTLE PIE. 


Mary made a little pie, 
A dainty gem and cunning; 
She crimped it all around the edge 
With fig-u-ra tives stunning. 


Mary placed her little pie 
Before her Sunday lover ; 

He dallied with her little pie 
And now he’s under cover. 


of Liberty was pointed out, and 
the rapt expression on the good 
old lady’s face was a study. 


She gazed and pondered and 


pondered and gazed, and finally 
NOTHING EXTRAORDINARY. broke out with: 
CITY COUSIN (showing country cousin the sights)—‘* What do you think of the i ‘ , 
dwarf? Wonderful, hey?” ‘*For mercy’s sake! how did 


Country Coustin—“ Don’t see anything very wonderful ; I've scen bigger they float it out thar?” 
ones than that!” ‘‘Why, auntie!” replied her 
convoy, ‘‘they built it in sec- 
tions, just as, for instance, they built this elevated railroad that we 
just came down on.” 

‘*The what?” exclaimed Aunt Hepsibah, throwing up her hands. 

‘Why, the elevated railroad ; what is the matter, auntie ?” 

Margaret D. Buffington, if you mean ter say that you’ve taken 

yccr unsuspectin’ aunt, who’s been the secretary of the Three Mile 
Junction temp’rance club for goin’ on thirty year, on anything 
elevated she’s going ter leave you, an’ leave you to once!” 

And she did, on a belt-line car which connected with the Grand 
Central station. 


Sue (dressed for the hop)—*‘‘ Oh, 
Mr. Smith, I'am so bashful '” 

Hr—‘‘ Well, why don’t you 
go and put some clothes on?’ 








NOT SO SICK AS SHE MIGHT BE. 
Otp Ltapy—‘‘There, throw away that cigarette, little boy. Ii 
makes me sick to see a boy like you smoke.” 
Littte soy—‘‘ Yes, ma’am; but I'll bet you'd be sicker if you 
smoked one yourself.” 





WHERE SHE FOUND PLEASURE, 
Jawxins—‘‘1 can’t see what pleasure old Miss Scraggs can find in 
that diabolical parrot. It’s enough to drive one to the mad-house.” 
Hoce—‘‘ Pleasure, my boy? Lots of it. Don’t you suppose she 
knows perfectly well how much it annoys everybody else ?” 





A FINE HAND. 
Eprtor—‘‘ This is too long. You would better omit some of the 
adjectives. We have only room for about three hundred words.” 
New REPORTER— ‘‘Oh, I’m sure it will go in. I write such a fine 
hand I can get a good deal in very little space.” 


A FORLORN HOPE. 
DISAPPOINTED FATHER—‘‘I have tried my son at everything, but he 
is absolutely no good; so I’ve decided to make a minister of him.” 
ENTHUSIASTIC CLERGYMAN —‘‘Ah! a most laudable idea.” 











BEST THINGS FROM JUDGE. 
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wn 


oe THE CLOCK OF TIME. | 
EL oe LAD we start in the morning. by shining hope led. aS aH _W eerily 9° 
} We try with our might to o’ertake her He 
And, togive us the joys that she shows just ahead, 
Beg the hours to fly fast while we make her. 





But when she grows frowsy, and turns to duil care, 
We hang back with loathing and sorrow, 
And a few of the hours we once gladly would 
spare, 
We now seek with sadness to borrow. 





But, alas! Still the clock of old Chronos is stern, 
And never shows sign of relenting; 
Will not hasten though youth with impatience may burn, 
Nor drag for old age’s repenting. E. L. Cc. 





THE REVISED BOOK OF JOB. 

There was a man in the land of Wayback, whose name was 
Job, and he kept a printing-office, and he also published a weekly — 5 Foie NN 
newspaper. And over the outer doorof his house he hung a shingle © ; j ——— fi ‘in + ie “oN 
whereon there were inscribed these words, ‘‘Job Printing.” A ull 2 

And his substance was much cordwood and corn and beans, and == = 
many large eggs and pumpkins and sour apples and pot-cheeses, 
and a very great variety of other products of the land all about and 
the animals thereon. And there was to him a need of many things 
that he had not at all. 

And it was so, when the days were gone about during which his 
subscribers had received their papers, and they came not to pay 
just tribute for what they had taken unto themselves, that Job com- 
muned with himself and thus unto himself spake : : a 


HIS NEW REMEDY. 
MAGGINLEY—‘‘It’s a phorus phlaster th’ docthor phrescroibe {’ me, Katie 
It would be a shame t’ shpoil me new coat wid it, so Oi comphrimised be 
puttin’ it an me vist.” 


: : and the man that is wise getteth out 
; ce therefrom in haste and letteth it se- 
verely alone. 

And Job went forth even to his front 
door and took down the shingle where- 
on there was inscribed the legend ‘*‘ Job 
Printing.” And all his possessions he 
sold for many shekels. 

And he bought him a clothing store, 
and on the outer gates he hung a sign 
whereon in gilded letters he that ran 
might read ‘‘ Job Lots.” 

In all this Job erred not and showed 
that there was to him a great head. 


ARTHUR LUCAS, 





THE POOR POET. 
On his income as a poet 
He can’t live, he well must know it ; 


CRANKY HAIR; OR, PRESENCE OF MIND. For, to tell the truth, his verses 





Mrs. WELTBY (¢o Gilison, who has been wall-fllowering Mr. GILISON ( feeling the first pangs) —* T-thanks.” Are much heavier than his purse is. 


Sor an hour)—** Do let me offer you a cup of tea, Mr. 
Gilison.” 


Lo! Have I not toiled all this time that the people of Wayback 
might be enlightened by that which I printed in my paper? And 
should not they render unto me now that which is my just due? 

And having thusly queried unto himself, he thus made answer, 
saying: Verily now, they should; for there are many things which 
are not to my household. My children’s feet are bare, and covered 
with stone-bruises from walking up and down upon the earth with 
nothing to cover the nakedness of their feet; and she that is my 
wife is tattered as to her garments, and there is to me a need ofa 
new overcoat, and there is to all my family need of many things. 

Verily therefore I must have money wherewith I may purchase 
all these things. 

And Job sat him down, and made out many bills, and sent forth 
messengers that they might go abroad among his subscribers and 
collect that which was due, even to the last shekel thereof. 

And in the fullness of time there returned unto him a mes- 
senger and said: Lo and behold, I have been among thy sub- 
scribers, and besought them to render unto me in thy behalf that 
which they owed thee ; 

And they arose and cursed me, and fell upon me and beat me 
and stepped on my neck, saying : Are we deadbeats that we should 
thus be dunned? 

While he was yet speaking there came also another and said : 
The wrath of madness is on thy subscribers and their hands are on 
their purse-strings and they will not pay. : 

While he was yet speaking there also came another and said: 
Thy subscribers said unto me: Let thy master wait until such time 
as we are ready ; for is henot an editor, and rich and powerful in 
the land ? while we are poor and toil from day to day that we may 
eat. 

Then Job arose and rent his suspender and ground his teeth in 
rage, and rent his hair, the little that was left him, and smote with 
his fist upon the desk a mighty smite, and said : LirtLe Epwina (who had been tola to say something pleasant to Uncle 
Lo and behold, there are no ‘shekels in the newspaper business, Picomb’s new wife)— Polly want a cracker ?” 











HER GREETING. 
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THE UNCONVENTIONALITY OF COUNTRY LIFE. 


LirtLe REIGNALD—“ This is Mr. Clipp, our new neighbor. I knew your set had been broken, and sol brought him over. He can play a daisy game. 


I’ve been watching him over the fence.” 
Mr, Ciipp—‘* How goes it, dames and gents ?” 


COMPLIMENTARY TO THE ARTIST. 


A lady, who was accustomed to solicit for several charitable in- 
stitutions, the other day met a well-known miser from whom she 
had never been able to extract a cent. . 

During the course of the conversation the lady mentioned that she 
had seen his portrait at the academy. 

‘*And you didn’t ask it for a subscription?” queried the miser, 
who was fond of his joke. 

**Oh, | thought it useless,” calmly replied the lady, ‘‘ the portrait 
is so thoroughly like you.” 


A NECESSARY ACCOMPANIMENT. 
Doctor —‘‘I will leave you this medicine to take after each meal.” 
MikeE—“ And will yez be koind enough to lave the meal too, docthor ?” 














“LADIES” WILL APPRECIATE. 

.‘‘ Such a beautiful, long Jersey coat I’m having made to wear 
in my room mornings, Lil.” 

‘*My dear, I wouldn’t think of having a Jersey wrapper unless 
you have ten or fifteen minutes to spare every morning before 
breakfast.” 

‘*What do I want ten or fifteen minutes before breakfast 
for ?” 

“Why, to sew up the rips.” 
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HE COULDN’T STAND THE COMPARISON. 


DEALER—“‘ Intelligent? Why, of course he is ; just as intelligent as you 
are, sir.” 


PARROT (breaking in)—‘*Get me sonie prussic acid, quick !” 








HovusEWIFE—*‘ Now, my good man, here’s a piece of home-made pie. 
go over there an’ chop some kindlin’ wood, an’ when you get through I'll give 


you some more,” 





BEST THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


A NEW ENGLAND IDYL. 


KNIGHT OF LABOR—‘‘ Me axe wora thrifle dull, maddim; but, saints save me ! 
av th’ poie yez gev me ain’t betther for the wur-ruk!” 
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FIRST TENOR (i a vigorous aside to organist)—** How in blazes do you sup- 








IN THE ORGAN LOFT. 


pose I can sing with the organ quavering like that ?” 


‘* Why are these men waiting on the curb of the muddy street ?” 









VU He LEVER 





3ELLOWS-BOY—‘‘ I c-can’t help it, 
an’ ager for a week, but it’s no g-go 





























BEHIND THE ORGAN. 


AN ANSWER. 
‘-It is in Chicago, and they have been waiting to get across dry shod,” 
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BEST ‘THINGS 
ANACREONTIC. 
Fillhigh the bowl! 
Farewell to every carking care! 
The heart that dreads the coming morrow 


Farewell to sorrow ! 


Hath made its sorrows double here! 


Let every cup be overladen 
With rosy grapes’ most fragrant dew ; 
We'll pledge a toast to every maiden, 
To every maiden, false or true. 


flame, 
//, 


“if Nor chide ourselves for loving blindly, 


4 
/ 


Since constancy is but a name. 


So we will drink and sing in chorus 
To those who never gave us pain 
Those kindred souls who went before us 
And, drinking, have them back again ! 


Then, whilst their spirits hover round us, 
We'll live our happier moments o'er, 
And bless the vines that now surround us 
With all those joys that are no more ! 
JAMES JAY O'CONNELL. 





CONLIN’S MISTAKE. 

‘‘It wor this way, Dinny. Oi woron me way from me wor-rk 
haulin’ sand fr O’Brien the conthractor, an’ me way led me by a 
shtreet Oi niver wor on befoor. _ Jist near the carner Oi cocked up 
me eye an’ it fell on a sign-boord nailed over a bit of a shtore. 

‘* It’s the devil's own poor reader Oi am, me boy, but Oj got on 
th’ sign. ‘McRooney,’ it said, to the best of my eyesight. Oi seen 
afew odds’n inds o’ ghroceries in the windy, an’ havin th’ remim- 
branche av a pound o’ tay th’ ould ’ooman wor axin’ me for in th’ 
marnin, Oi wint in th’ dure. They wor a shmall bit av a dar-rk 
complected felly sittin’ on a box inside, an’ Oi says, says I, ‘Good- 
avenin’, Mishter McRooney ; how do the tay mar-rket be th’ day ? 

‘‘Wid that, Dinny, Oi got a clump on the hid o’ me thot would 
busht a rock, an’ the foorst ting Oi knowed Oi wor aisin’ mesilf on 
me back in the cinthre av th’ shtrate pickin’ shplinters out 0’ me 
eyes, an’ thot haythin McRooney yellin’ the loongs out av him fer 
a Cop. 

**Oi'm here now, Dinny, an’ yez kin bet yure life it ‘il be a long 
day befoor Murty Conlin mishtakes a Roman Oyetalian fer a Mick. 

‘*It wor flour pipe-stems called ‘maccyrooney’ he wor sellin, 
an’ it’s me thot put an insult to him be callin’ him out of his 
nem !” 


Whenever a man offers you something for nothing you may be 
reasonably sure that his style of philanthropy works both ways. 


A CONEY ISLAND RATTLER. 


Cooley has taken his western friend to “‘the quietest place on the beach” 
for a little symposium. 

PROPRIETOR OF BOWLING ALLEY (ext door)—‘‘Chentlemen’s, ohf der game 
desturbes you ve vil use all der shmall palls, ain’d it?’ 


FROM JUDGE. 


AT THE CLOSE OF THE DANCE. 

Mr. CorsHer (masier of ceremonies)—‘‘l’se godder word t’ say 
yo’", Mistah Yelks !” 

Mr. Yerxs—‘‘ Spittum out.” 

Mr. CorsHer—‘‘ Yo’ darnced d 
gal ?” 

Mz. Yerxs—-‘‘ Umph.” 

Mr. CorsHER—*‘ Whadjer say t’ d’ gal when yo’ crossed ober 
dat las’ squirl ob d’ reel ?” 

Mr. Yerxs—‘‘ Whad I say ?” 

Mr. CorsHer—‘‘ Ya-a-as, yo’ scum. Whadjer say?” 

Mr. Yetks—‘‘ Hol’ on, now! who's ’sponsible for dis ’vestig- 
ation ?” 

Mr. CorsHEeR—‘‘ I is.” 

Mr. Yerxs—‘‘ Well, den, whadjer cal late I says?” 

Mr. CorsHeErR—‘‘S' here now, yo’ Lijah Yelks, I don’ wan’ no 
siccumnagatin’ ob dis mattah ! Wen yo’ tunned d’ cohner down 
b’ dat Hoskin’s gal didn’ yo chuck out a whispah t’ d@’ ’fec dat 
dis yar ball ’minded yo’ ob a crow-roost struck b lightnin’?” 

Mr. Yetks—‘‘ Dats mergin on whad Tr said.” 

Mr. CorsHer—‘‘ Pull razzers !” 

Mr. Yerxs—‘‘Hol’ on! Yo’se gittin’ flustid, Mr. Corsher. Did 
yo’ eber see d’ sit’wation whad ’r mentioned?” 

Mr. CorsHer—‘‘ Nopey ; budder don’ wan no sperities on my 
man’gemunt ob dis yer darnce! Dat ’r don't, yo’ brack sludge, 
dat ’r don’t !” 

Mr. Yerxks—‘‘ Ain't no sperities, Mistah Corsher, I ’shaw yer. 
(Use snuff? Hit's good fer d’ smeller.) Lis’en. Wen d’ crows 
sees d’ lightnin’ come, a-chum-pah ! down inter d' roost, whad’s dey 
do?  Whad’s dey do, Mistah Corsher? Why, all d’ crows whad’s 
godder rep'tation for bein’ hones’ dey jes’ set still wiv dar wifes an’ 
famblys, an’ lets all d’ rogue crows do d’ shoutin’ an’ 
grumblin’ en—I'se glad yo’se put dat razzer up, Mistah Corsher ; 
I wuz begin t’ tink yo’ might be a-gettin’ mad.” 


las’ set wiv Deac. Sarker’s 





CHECKED IMPETUOSITY. 
Mr. Mutvey —‘* Do you know what the French is for ‘ 1 love ’?” 
Miss BABETTE—‘* Certainly. By the way, do you happen to know what 
p-o-r-t-e means ?” 
Mr. MuLvey—*‘ It means ‘ the dodr,’ I believe.” 
Miss BABETTE ( porn/ing)— ‘So do I!’ 





WITH THE JUNKMAN. 
Citizex—‘‘ What will you give for that ?” 
Junxman—‘‘I don’t buy second-hand musical instruments.” 
Citizex—‘‘ That is no musical instrument. It is a student's 
lamp that the hired girl lassoed with a dusting rag and yanked 
off the mantelpiece. I offer it to you as old metal.” 
Junxman—‘“‘ Excuse me, sir; I thought it was a B flat cornet.” 


NOT TRUE BLUE. 
Gaggs and Waggs pass a blue-ribboned pug, which growls at 
them surlily and prolongedly. ‘ 
‘‘This is terrible,” says Waggs, with pathos; '‘a blue-ribbon 
disciple that rushes the growler at such a rate.” 


CRUSHED. 


Her father moved the lever, 
And before the day was donc 

That phonograph was guarded 
By a bull dog and a gun. 


He ioved a blushing maiden, 
But his soul was Pall of fear, 

So he spoke into a phonograph 
The words he'd have her hear. 







































HE’S A ACTOR. 





When the weather is fair 
His absence is rare 
From Union Square, 

For he’s a actor. 


His hat is so shiny it must have been oiled 
His Prince Albert coat three sizes too 
small, 
His nose is so red it must have been boiled, 
And his trousers don’t fit him at all. 
He’s fond of milk punches, 
He works the free lunches— 
To dinner will always agree. 
He eats everything 
The waiter may bring, 
For he’s a actor, a actor, you see. 


His walk is peculiar, a song and dance 
stride ; 
His voice is exceedingly loud. 
“When I was with Booth,” he says, with 
much pride, 
“‘Tt was me that drew all the crowd.” 
But you know very well 
That he is a sell 
And on a stage never could be. 
Though he talk the ‘ legit,” 
l[e can’t act a bit, 
For he’s a actor, a actor, you see. 
CHIP. 


SOLID FACT. 

Gaces (40 friend just rising from a 
sudden fall)—‘‘ What you got against 
that lamp-post ?” 

Waces (feelingly)\—‘‘T haveastrong 
impression that it was my head.” 


D., who had been left a 
CF ©) _ widower and married again, 


BEST THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


A QUEER LOTTERY. 
‘‘What a lottery marriage is!” exclaimed Cora. 
‘* Why, there’s Mary Andrews, she’s married De Smythe 
—rather stupid, but the best catch of the season.” 
“Yes,” assented Miss Snyder. ‘But it is a queer 
lottery. She drew a blank that is worth ten thousand a 
year.” . 





APPROPRIATE. 
Miss Erxer—‘‘Why, you are only in half mourning! 
Didn't your brother die last week ?” 


‘* Miss Clara—‘‘ Yes ; but you know he was only my 
half brother.” 


BETTER AT PREACHING. 

“I think you would get along better if you didn’t 
whip your children so much,” remarked Mrs. Whalem. 
‘*There’s nothing like kindness, after all.” 

‘*Perhaps you are right, my dear,” replied her neigh- 
bor of the next floor. ‘‘By the way, what an awful 


noise that man made who was putting down your car- 
pet this morning.” 

‘‘We didn’t have any man,” she returned. ‘You 
must have just heard me spank the baby. 


” 





PATERNAL AUTHORITY, 
FATHER—‘*‘Shtop that noise !” 
CHILp—** I ain’t makin’ any.” 
FATHER—‘*‘ Well, be gobbs! make some thin—don’t be shtand- 


rer 


ing quietly there makin’ me out a liar! 


RIGHT WHEN HE WAS 
WRONG. 














ie 


J.SCHLITZENBURGER. | 


revisited Newport during his 
second wedding trip. 

**T recognized you the mo- 
ment I laid eyes on you,” re- 

















NOT A TRANSLATOR 


SCHLITZENBURGER—“ Anytings in mein line dis 


mornins ?” 


Mr. Peters —‘‘No! ILain’t rich, but what I do git, 


I git th’ best !” 


(| | Wurst, | SAUSAGES. 





marked the Boniface of the 
hotel where he _ stopped; 
‘‘but your wife has grown 
thin.” 

*Yes?” 

‘‘It seems, too, that she 
used to be taller.” 

** You think so ?” 

‘Yes, and a little more 
blonde, wasn’t she ?” 

‘You are quite right, my 
dear sir. Allow me to com- 
pliment you on the excellence 
of your memory ; but allow 
me to add that your remarks 
are true only of my first wife.” 


A QUESTION OF FORM. 

Yatitersy—‘‘ Huh! I kain’t 
see, Mose Johnsing, why yo’ 
wear a striped shirt at dis 
time o’ year. “Tain’t good 
fawm.” 

Jounson — ‘‘Good fawm ! 
What can a niggah know 
*bout good fawm who has to 
wear meal-bag trousers ‘cause 
he kain’t get his feet through 
any others !” 


‘you love the poor, 








A STRONG RESEMBLANCE 
INDEED. 
NEAR-SIGHTED TRAMP— ** Hello! There’s 
my brother Pete. If it ain’t it looks a lot 
like him.” 


= 


DELICACY ITSELF. 

Jones is conversing with his wife. 

‘‘T wouldn't wish to open your 
letters, my dear Maria.” 

‘“‘T'd just like to see you do it!” 
interpolated Maria. 

“Only I must insist,” went on 
Jones, oblivious of the interruption, 
‘that henceforth your correspond- 
ence must be strictly confined to— 
postal cards.” 


THERE’S A USE FORALL THINGS. 

Mrs. Brype—‘‘Dear me! _ Ive 
quite spoiled that batch of biscuits. 
What had I better do—give *em to 
the poor?” ; 

Mr. Brype—‘‘ No, dear, no; not if 
Just whittle 
them down a little, and save them 
to patch up rat-holes.” 














Hosvess (/o family doctor,—‘*That was taken, doctor, when I 
was about sixteen years old.” : 

Docror (with an eye to business) —‘* Ah, Mrs. Phluff, it's very 
lucky I did not meet you at that time.” 

Hostess (flattered) —‘' Ah, doctor, I’m afraid you are a flatterer. 
Do you mean lucky for me?” 

Doctror—‘“ Ahem, no, not exactly. Lucky for me.” 
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40 BEST THINGS FROM JUDGE. 


CHOOSING A HUSBAND ’S A DELICATE THING. the same token, that yer mortyfication in the primises isn’t ayquil 









ONG have I waited, and long have I sighed, 


Ne’er can I manage to make up my mind ; 
Love cannot find me, for love is so blind. 


to poor Dan's.’ 


Longing at length to be somebody’s bride ; bk Oi hope not,’ sez Oi, takin’ a sly squint at the flicker of 
Many have wooed me, but no one has won, plisantry Oi knewn was jipodysin the milancholy of her fay- 
And faster, still faster, the fleet years run. chures; ‘Oi hope not, Mrs. McNulty; but isn’t it moighty 


assuagin’ to yer grafe to contimplate the foine sind off ye gave 


, 
Time almost daily new suitors wi!l bring; the departed ? Siac : fe as _ 
Choosing a husband ’s a delicate thing ! ‘«* Viry assuagin’,’sez she, ‘an’ savin’ yer prisince, Mr. McZim- 
4 Soon will be over life's season of spring ; merman, it samed to take the rusht out of me soul, so to shpake, 





torn, 


word, 


heard ; 
Which on my finger shall fasten the ring? 
Choosing a husband ’s a delicate thing! 


Soon will be over life’s season of spring ; 


Sadly Ising—sadly I sing— 
Choosing a husband ’s a delicate thing! 


THE WIDOW 
McNULTY. 


** VEZ may talk aboot 
yer widdys,” said Mr. 
McZimmerman to a 
party of friends at the 
Smoking Potheen one 
day, ‘‘yez may talk 
aboot yer widdys,” 
said he. ‘‘ They be 
all expert in coortin’, 
so they be, but for 
parspicooity of janius 
in this regard an’ ray- 
sonable intimacy wid 
the parts of shpache— 
sayin’ nothin’ of her 
charums—the widdy 
McNulty was_ the 
most shtupindousest 


parience. 

‘‘Whin Oi furst tuk the soight of her afther 
the wake wid a toidy sarcumferince ov whoite 
tully aboot her chiseled faychures, the mosht 
refoined an’ illigantest shpit curls on aitch 
timple an’ a karpulint pocket-buk snuglin’ intil’ 
her fisht, sez Oi to mesilf, says Oi, ‘It's a bloom- 
in’ shame, so it is, that poor Dan McNulty 
culdn’t hev lived long enough to see what an 
illigant widdy his woife ’d be makin’,’ an’ in 
mebbe the same brith sez Oi, ‘Mrs. McNulty, 
ef there’s wan thing more sartint nor dith that 
same is that Mr. McZimmerman is moighty pre- 
car’us to callin’ on ye,’—an’ be the same token 
that gintleman was ooshered intil the leddy’s 
presence wid the dark of the evenin’. 

‘* B’ys !”—and here Mr. McZimmerman halted 
long enough to assure his auditors that he knew 
he was loaded and intended firing a fifty-two 
calibre statement into them—‘ B’ys,” said he, 
‘‘talk aboot Vaynius an’ Cleopathrick an’ Hilen 
an’ the loike o’ them—they were jist oogres be 
the side of her. Ef Agymimnon an’ Parysoite 
an’ Appolynarius an’ the risht of thim Throjins 
had iver sot eyes on the widdy McNulty, it’s a 
sartint thing they’d be foightin’ till the prisint 
toime, so they wud. Howandiver, Oi was 
ooshered in, as Oi was tellin’ yez, an’ ef the 
Impriss Ujaney iver salyuted wid a moore 
graceful bind to the back, or igzibited in the 
dooin’ of it a foiner frinylogical igspanse be- 
chune the ears, thin I niver hearn till of it. 

***Widdy McNulty,’ sez Oi, droppin’ on the 
taty-tate be the soide of her, ‘it’s moortified Oi 
am that Dan wasn’t permitted to postpone his 
desayse for many a year to come.’ 

*«*«Thankin’ ye,’ sez she, ‘Mr. McZimmer- 
man, for yer consylation, but Oi’m hopin’, be 


Sadly I sing—sadly I sing— 
Choosing a husband ’s a delicate thing! 


How my strange heart by its tension is 


Three more are coming to-day I have 





- ’ “Begorra, Oi must be gettin’ among frinds, Oi’ve bin walkin’ the intoire mornin’ an’ that’s 
igzample in moy ax- the fursht sign of civilizaytion Oi’ve met wid.” 





whin I saw yersilf thrippin’ a rigadoon at the wake, an’ Oj 
recognized, not ownly the same shtoyle of fut, but the ch’rac- 


How my brain aches in its efforts to _ theristic agytashin of the limbs of the desayzed. Moy! but the 


choose! resimblance was heart-rindin’, Mr. McZimmerman.’ 
= How my lips burn, they so often refuse ! ‘** Indade,’ sez Oi, ‘Mrs. McNulty !' quoite pitrifoied wid the 


consate that she’d tuk a conthract to do the sparkin’ hersilf. 


Longing for love in its loneness forlorn ! ‘«*It’s thrue for ye,’ sez she, ‘an’ along o’ dhat Oi niver luk 
Three new proposers are waiting my at Dan’s wardthrobe but Oi say to mesilf, ‘‘How very be- 


comin’ these same wud be to Mr. McZimmerman.” Ye do so 
remoind me of ‘im.’ 

***It’s mitygatin’ to the sarcumstances to lerrun as much,’ 
sez Oi, gettin’ the notion that she was growin’ personal. 

*«* Ah, yis,’ she wint on, ‘an’ Oi nivir pull a corrk out of a de- 
canther that Oi don’t hizitate long enough over the parfume to 
i ata remark, ‘‘ How sartint Oi am that Dan’s frind, Cornalyius, wud 

inj'y this, for he does 

soremoind me of ‘im. 
' He has the same 
bloomin’ roosh of hilth 
to the  provoscus.” 
Indade ye remoind me 
of ’im.’ 

‘**<Tt’s plazed Oi am 
to lerrun the resim- 
blance, tho’ it’s shmall 
fault o’ mine, Mrs. 
McNulty,’ sez Oi, get- 
tin’ narvous, an’ won- 
dtherin’ was there any 
inshurance agin her 
flatthery. 





“« «Tn coorse not, Mr. 
Cornalyius,’ sez she— 
takin’ ahoult of me be 
me Christian cogno- 
men, so to shpake— 
‘in coorse not, but all 
the same the resimb- 
lance is that shtroikin’ 

















UNAPPRECIATED. 


LittLe Epwin —‘‘ Pop’s in the next room, ’n he wants to know if Mr. Gashmouth couldn't get 
through a little sooner if he used this.” 
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NOT ACQUAINTED WITH THE NEW BUSTLES. 


Beckie ANN—‘‘ Due tell, Jeremiah! this ’ere bonnet 
that you got me in York is the queerest thing I ever 
laid eyes onter. I can’t tell the ‘fore from the “hind, and 
the amount o’ trimmin’ it ’ll take is powerful.” 





that whin ye kem in at the doorway beyant the 
bind of yer hid an’ the raych of yer arrum was 
so loike Dan’s when he was usin’ to be kissin’ 
me that Oi was disapp’inted— dade an’ Oi was.’ 
‘«B'ys,” continued the relator, ‘‘Oi’m not in- 
tymatin’ that Oi consaded to the suggestion, nor 
that I was glad to eshcape from the primises, 
but Oi do be sayin’ that a captivatin’ Oirish 
widdy loike Mrs. McNulty can raachea cloimax 
wid moore bewildtherin’ axpedition than the 

bisht diplomat in her majesty’s sarvice.”’ 
WADE WHIPPLE 


A TERRIBLE REVENGE. 
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HE SEES ‘“ EVANGELINE.” 

Good old Deacon Brown 
whisked the dirt off his store- 
clothes with a han’ ful o’ hay and 
started for town to ‘tend the evan- 
gelists’ meetin’. He saw a great 
sign board with staring red letters 
on it and spelled out as far as 
‘Evangel ”—. 

‘““Them’s ’em,” he remarked to 
himself and followed the crowd. 

‘Fifty cents,” said aman at the 
door. ; 

‘Then you don’t take up no 
collection? Don’t pass no plate?” 
‘Fifty cents. Buy your ticket.” 
He entered the meetin’. Just 


minimum of skirts was doing a 
solo of devotion which paralyzed 
Deacon Brown of Podunk. 

‘‘That’s a scripter riddle,” said 
the good man. ‘‘Gosh! if it ain't 
a picter of the gal a dancin’ before 
old Herod. An’ she'll capter John 
the Baptist’s head, sarten. Great 
Scott! but ain’t she cuttin’ up 
dreadful !” 


Good Deacon Brown of Podunk 
stayed through the meeting, but 
concluded to say nothing about 
it at home. He has had light 
given him to see that evangelist 
and ‘‘Evangeline” are not the 
same sort of thing, but he doesn’t 
feel at all equal to explaining the 


difference. JOHN ALBRO. 





Be careful when you 
are skating. It’s a bad 
time to get in a hole. 

If you must fall, do 
it gracefully. 

The bad _ skater 
blames his skates. 






The bandy - legged 
- man is now in his 

_ glory. 
i Thereis many a slip 
- *twixt the man and the 
ice. 

The novice in the 
ulster keeps the ice 
swept clean. 

You can find many 
a small boy on the ice 


these days _ before 
school is out. 
Even as the moth 


and the candle, so is 
the fool and_ the 
‘‘ danger” sign. 

Perhaps the bustle 
should go, but in these 
days it lets many a girl 
down easy. 

There are two things 
which constantly grow 
in value with use— 
consciences and vio- 
lins. 

It is mighty curious 
how big some sins look 
until after a man has 
committed them him- 
self. 

When a man gets so 
good that he is satis- 
fied with himself Satan 
begins to warm his 
gridiron. 


BEST THINGS FROM JUDGE. 
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A LITTLE MORE THAN HE EXPECTED. 
SHAKESPEAREAN AMATEUR (after the performance)—-'* Do 
tell me, Mrs. Krittick, how did you like me as the fool ?” 
Mrs, KRITTICK (enthusiastically)—*' Excellently. You 
were so very natural, you know. They could not have 
found a better man for the part.” 





THEY ALWAYS DO WHEN IT’S SINKING. 

Captain (7 mid-ocean)—‘‘ Well, Smith, how do 
things look ?” 

Matr—‘‘ Pretty bad, captain. The vessel is 
leaking fast. Still, all hope is not yet gone.” 

Caprain—‘‘I’m glad to hear you say that.” 

Matre—‘‘Up to the present time not a rat 
has left the ship.” 
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THE MAID FROM BOSTON CITY. CANARY BILL, LATE OF RED DOG. 


‘| 

Of charming form, of pleasing fac r AH ss : : } 
Of comp ek ne full re sneiat _ When William Sikes went into Isaachsteen Stupplebeen’s j 
SY? > . . +} 

Of everything that's pretty ; pawn-shop and said he wanted to redeem his ulster, the hawk- } 

No wonder then I fell in love nosed clerk let fall ‘‘The Mystery of the Stolen Cache; or, All 
With this bright creature from above — for Himself.” 
This maid from Boston city. . . 

ore ‘‘My ulster, the mauve-hued ulstet with smoked pearl buttons. 

No glasses bridge her classic nose, I want it ; want it bad, too. Going down to Red Dog to opena 
Nor speaks she Greek as you’d suppose, newspaper office. ‘a 


Nor Latin—what a pity ! 


But that is why my passion came— William’s voice, when he wasn’t agitated, was as mild as a 


Ailection Gen thle: Gleies dee — cooing dove’s ; but when he was warmed up with some of the 
This maid from Boston city. latent heat superinduced by copious draughts of budge, his 
bazoo was an ear-drum warper, a screecher. 


She reads not Browning by the page, 


Nor dotes upon the latest “rage,” ‘‘T haf a nodshon dose vas dose ulsters, aind dot?” said the 
Nor sings in love-sick ditty ; clerk as he hauled down a rolled-up bundle from the upper shelf. 
—— gg ae _ tries, ‘Well, youare right. Say, see here, my angel ! this coat is full 

And that is why 1 dearly prize of moths,” cried William, as he shook out the prized garment. 

; This maid from Boston city. : : : 
es A tired look came over the clerk’s features. It sounded like 
——>- And though this charmer’s lately come an old story to him, and he wearily said, ‘‘Vell, vot you ox- 
= From cultured Boston’s busy hum pecdt, ganary peards ?” 


t= |< (I mean not to be witty), 


She’s only been there ona call; 
A New York girl is, after all, 
This maid from Boston city. 
A. H, ELLARD, 





HER LAST REQUEST. 


‘¢Tt’s all over, Lil. Carl refused me this morn- 
ing. Stop on your way down town and get me 
a two-ounce bottle of laudanum. It’s my last 
request.” 

‘‘Don’t take it so to heart, dear. You'll get 
over it in time.” 

‘‘T never shall—never! I tell you I won’t 
live another day. And say! stop into Miss 
Crimmins’s on your way back and see if that 
dove-colored opera cloak of mine is finished. 
She promised to have it done by Thursday, so I 
could wear it to the opera with Harry Jenkyns. 
IIe’d be so disappointed if I couldn’t go.” 





ONE EFFECT OF THE WHEAT CORNER. 
‘““You have a large family, I understand,” 
said the landlord to a German who wanted to 
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rent one of his houses. 
‘“‘T have shoost a paker’s dotzen. NOT THE oe aig CTED sta 
bata : ict ABR: EVI—** Fat : a “ry, ETIRED MILLIONAIRE RAGPICKER——“ Oh, it’s 
‘Thirteen children, eh? ABRAHAM LEVI Fair exchange is no robbery ETIR ILLIONAI it’s 


“Nein. De brice of pread goes up, und de I vill make a valuable husband, und if I egg- ther boot yez is atther, Wall, here it is, and 
. ; ’ change mineselluf for your daughter, how much  yez is welcome to it. 
paker’s dotzen vas now only twelf.” se vill you giffme to boot?” 

‘Canary birds, you howling dervish! No; 
you get no pay this time, my gentle-voiced 
warbler. Good day.” 

And before the amazed clerk could hop over 
the counter William Sikes had jumped on a 
passing car and was two blocks away. And 
that is how William Sikes came by the name of 
Canary Bill. 

He took the first train out of Denver and sped 
as rapidly us steam could take him toward Red 

if Dog. Red Dog was in its bud and sap when 
ii ™ Canary Bill struck it. Billsaw at once that there 
vi yf ° VAs were two openings presented to him a news- 

paper or the church. Hehad had experience in 
the newspaper business, but knew he could 
runachurch. He tackled the church. It was 
a new thing to the boys, and they patronized 
the church and piled up their money upon the 
plate when Bill waltzed down through the aisles. 

Pretty soon Canary Bill felt the pangs of con- 
science strike him. He was not a bad man at 
heart and he knew it was wrong for him to sail 
under false colors. So, one Sunday when the 
church was full, he got up in the pulpit and 
said : 

‘*Gents, I can’t stand this thing any longer. 
I hain’t a preacher. I’m only a poor lost sheep 
like the rest of you. I’m ashamed of myself. 
I’ve hired a preacher, a genuine white choker, 
to come up and do the square thing by you. 

NOT A FANCIER, As for me, I'm going back into my old trade 

GOLpsBy (who has been to infinite trouble and expense in finding a well-bred present for his fiancee) and I hope I'll see you all at my ranch.” 

“What do you suppose I’ve brought you this time ?” i : And when the new preacher came Canary Bill 

Miss SEMPLER (coy/y)—‘* Oh, something awful jolly, ’m sure. How nice it is to be correct in ee ; “~ ’ 
one’s tastes. Why, Mr. Carroll, who is engaged to cousin Bell, had the effrontery to bring hera WS hanging from the end of a rope. Reason— 
miserable dog the other day.” stole a mouse-colored mule. 
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A MOTHER-IN-LAW. 
and 





Before After taking 
IT REMINDED HIM OF HOME. 

‘‘I'm a traveling man, and away from home a good deal of the 
time, and I tell you I appreciate the comforts of home when I 
strike them on the road,” he said to the hotel proprietor. 

‘‘ If you will step back with me I'll take great pleasure in intro- 
ducing you to my wife and hermother. My wife wants a sealskin 
sack, the house papered, a new 
set of furs for her mother anda 
pug dog,” was the response. 

‘* Ah, this zs a country of happy 
homes,” he replied as he followed 
the hotel man. 





LOVE AND TIME. 


When first we went together, you and I, 

How soon we learned how love could 
make time fly! 

Now years we've been together and we 





a 
PRESEA 


sigh 
To know and feel how time can make 
love fly. 


MAKING THE BEST OF IT. 
Bosiey (looking around the farm 
house garret which is to be his home 
during vacation)—‘‘ Bah! the room 
is nothing but a beastly little 
cage |” 
Wicerns (his chum, at the window) 
—‘*Ah, my boy, just think what 
lots of room there is outside !” 


MODERN FACILITIES RE- 
QUIRED. 

Po.ticeman—‘‘ Hello, there, old 
fellow! Have you gone daft? 
What are you doing with that 
lighted lantern in broad daylight?” 

(QUESTIONABLE PERSON—‘‘I am the 
re-incarnated spirit of Diogenes. 
I am looking for an honest man.’ 

PoticemMaAN—‘‘ Oh, excuse me. = == 
This is Washington, year 89. _ If en 
you'll just wait a few minutes I'll 
consult the authorities about light- 
ing the electricity.” 


thrying to shake it out iver since.” 





‘*Sure, Mr. Apottecary, an’ me boy’s 
‘*And why do you carry himin that manner?” 
“Faith an’ I didn’t want it to get up into his shtummuk, an’ I’ve been 


been afther swallyin’ a gowldfish.” 
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DESIGN FOR NEW POLICE HELMET. 
Closed. 


Open. 


SENTENCES PASSED BY THE JUDGE. 

As a rule our children are our virtues and vices personified. 

The strictest mothcrs generally make the most indulgent grand- 
mothers. 

Better to starve upon crumbs from the king’s table than to feast 
with brutes. . 

Though it may boast high 
connections, jealousy is the most 
petty of all passions. 

It is impossible to go through 
life without more or less ex- 
pense to one’s temper and purse. 

A man’s moral shortcomings 
never exceed mere peccadilloes, 
while the same faults in a 
woman are crimes against— 
what? Her sex. A little strange, 
is it not? 

Sex has morally no preroga- 
tive. Consequences are the 
same the world over, and Ne- 
mesis is impartial in her avenge- 
ments. 

With what a subtle wisdom 
are moulded some of our most 
common expressions—for_in- 
stance, the phrase ‘falling in 
love.” How many lose all 
equilibrium and plunge head- 
long, body and soul, and how 
few succeed in making it a mat- 
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PuEAM 1 ter purely of rising. 
AWN met 
Ny \N\\ Things come about very 
re \ strangely sometimes. ‘There 


would be a good deal of hard 
and prolonged staring if the god- 
dess of wisdom were suddenly 
to appear on earth, and with her 
wand separate every molecule 
of right from every particle of 
wrong. And the least surprise 
would not be that felt by religious 
and political bodies. 


KATHERINE GROSJEAN. 
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A SUBSTANTIAL MEAL. 
Guest (at Bowery café) 
will stick to my ribs.” 


‘* Now then, waiter! Dish me up something that 


WAITER (spontaneously)—‘‘ Double extra mucilage fer one, Jimmy !” 










THE NEW AMERICAN. 


ae, In the prisint hot dissinsion ye 

obsarve misapprihinsion 

In regards of workin’ rackets 
in the comin’ fall cam. 
paign, 

And some fellys do be claimin’ 
that they sartin have the 
namin’ 

Of the kind of sort of shtoyle 
of man the Oirish vote to 
gain. 


2 yoy 


Thin some fellys do be shoutin’ and some 
papers do be spoutin’ 
That they have the very candidate and 
have the noicest plan, 
Wid a platform smooth and aisy that will 
knock all others crazy, 
And will gather in the franchoise of the 
honest workin’ man. 


Av ye notice, too, thim fellys wid the large 
baywindy bellies, 
And a mout’ like Harlem tunnel and a 
copper-bottomed t’roat, 
That shtand bladyin’ on the corners that 
they undershtand the for’ners, 
And can calculate exactly pwhere to place the German vote. 


Begorra, I’ve a notion when I kem across the ocean 
For to grow up wid the counthry and me brand-new life began, 
When I kem widout a farden t’rough the gates of Cashtle garden, 
I bekem a redhot Yankee and a bould American. 
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FORCE OF HABIT. 


CuHap FROM NevADA—‘ Ah, here comes the road agent !” 
four friends involuntarily hold up their hands.) 


(His 





A MISTAKEN DIAGNOSIS. 

He was from Boiled Springs, Vermont, and he stood in front of a 
down-town window in which an athletic young man was exhibit- 
ing a patent rowing-machine. As the brawny shoulders gave long, 
sweeping motion to the handles, and the graceful figure glided 
back and forth on the slides, Mr. McGranite’s eyes bulged and his 
lower jaw crept softly down until a circular-saw could have been 
laterally inserted in his mouth. 

‘*Ef that thar don’t beat all I ever see, I'll trot oxen!” he said to 
himself, out loud. ‘‘Th’ idee of bein’ able t’ set down an’ take it 
easy like that. Wa-a-a-l!” 

He stood there for ten minutes or so, part of the time bending 
down to geta better sight at the mechanism, and finally, being un- 
able to control his curiosity, he looked about him in a frightened 
kind of way and apologetically stole into the store. Coming close 
up behind the man at work he leaned over, and getting his. mouth 
close to the other’s ear, by a kind of swaying motion in accord with 
the rower, he inquired, ‘‘Say, friend ! how long does she taket’ git it?” 

‘*Git what?” asked the man of muscle. 

‘* Butter.” 

‘*Butter?” 

‘* Yes, butter.” 

‘‘Look here, old crank-shaft,” was the reply, ‘‘ this ain’t no churn.” 

‘*What is it ?” 

«It’s the first machine ever built for killing hayseeds by elec- 
tricity, and the power’s almost ready.” 

Mr. McGranite, at last accounts, was still running away from the 
locality of that store. 





BEST THINGS FROM JUDGE. 





A MARITAL REBUKE., 
CounT SpIGGHATTI—‘‘ Aha-a-a! Beatricci, why you letta ze leetle Roma 


walka ?—hurta feet. Eet ees ze lazee you getta.” 





A NATURAL INFERENCE. 

FEMALE Bony (i/erviewing literary character)—‘‘ We are writing a 
book about prominent literary men who are either divorced or 
live unhappily with their wives.” 

LITERARY CHARACTER—‘‘ Indeed ! 
ladies ?” 

Femate Bopy—‘‘We thought you might be kind enough to give 
us some personal points on the subject.” 

LITERARY CHARACTER—‘‘I should be delighted to oblige you, but 
I don’t see how I can serve you in this matter. I have an excel- 
lent digestion, and I love my wife.” 

FEMALE Bopy (7 chorus)—‘‘Why! didn’t you marry one of Juliet 
Corson’s graduates ?” 


And what can I do for you, 


IS NATURE A DISSEMBLER? 
Like some chaste bloom of modest tints, with melting eyes of dew, 
Who, breeze-kissed, blushes, bends and droops for fear the sun may view 
A model for a Vesta when to public gaze unveiled— 
A woman upon whom all woman’s virtues seem entailed. 
Is nature adissembler? I will not the dame asperse; 
But such a woman may indite the most erotic verse. 


J. A. WALDRON 








SHAVING 10% 
HAIROUTTINE 20 
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IN HIS POWER. 
BARBER (imperiously) —‘‘Five dollars, sir.” 
* BacKwoops victim—‘“ What! five dollars for shaving off whiskers, and 
ain’t half done—xno siree /” 
BARBER—“‘ All right. Only if you go out that way, you'll be arrested and 
sent toa lunatic asylum. That's all, 
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ON THE AVENUE. 


DEAR OLD AUNT HARRIET (wo is always doing something wrong)—‘* Why, my 
dear Mrs. Seconds! I haven’t seen you for an age. And how your little boy 
has grown! I can hardly believe it!” 


Mrs. SEconps (that was—freezingly)—‘‘ Mrs. Culbertson, permit me to intro- 
duce my husband, Mr, Cuddy. Charming day, isn’t it? Goodbye !” 





SANTY McGUIRE’S WEDDING. 


Fie ug 


BY DAVID LOWRY. 





yANTY McGUIRE, is it? Him that was 

* born to bad luck? Him that married 
the widdee O’Toole—her wi’ wan eye? 
She was fifty if she was a day, an’ 
Santy—shure he had just kim over! 
Was I there? Well—but I'll tell ye by- 
an’-by. A more conceited man nor 
joost Santy was I niver met—wi’ his 
red hair stickin’ out like bristles an’ 
his bow-legs an’ his cock-eye—he was 
a beauty ! 

The widdee had a tongue as long as from here to the church- 
yard. Faith! they say it was the death ov O'Toole. Shure he 
was niver known to do more than to take a sup to wet his lips 
until her tongue was on him. They might made well—it was 


Larry O’Toole’s luck to get the place for a tavern, an’ there was a 
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dale of travel by the doore. It ’ud be you I’d meet an’ I'd trate 
you, an’ youcouldn’t go out widout returnin’ the compliment, and 
that was the way Larry’s trade was built up. Shure whin he died 
Oi thought the trade wad go to McGinnis around the corner. Devil 
the go! The widdee had howld o’ it, and she kep it. Ivivira 
man so much ascrooked his finger the widdee grabbed him and 
pushed him out. 

Well, the first thing we knew Santy was on the job at the bar. 
Wan day he took the widdee out in a buggy. She weighed two 
hundred pounds. Santy looked like a feather beside her. The 
widdee wanted to call on Tom O'Toole joost to show she had a 
man wi her. There was a ditch near Tom O’Toole’s doore, an’ 
whin Santy dhrove up didn’t the widdee jowlt off an’ drap into 
the ditch? Between the ‘‘sough” in the ditch that knocked the 
breath out o’ her an’ the wather runnin’ down her throat she was 
like to dhrown! Whin the weight o’ the widdee was out o’ the 
buggy the horse shot forrard wid the bit atune his teeth, an’ there 
was Santy bare-headed, bawlin’ at the top o’his vice and 
sawin’ the reins. 





A KALEIDOSCOPIC CHANGE. 


Miss FEATHEREDGE (at the interesting moment)—“ Are you sure, Clarence, 
that nothing in the world can ever come between us?” 
CLARENCE ( fervent/y)—‘‘ I swear-r-r it !” 





Miss FEATHEREDGE’S LITTLE BROTHER (a//caring sudden/y)—* Here’s th’ last 
base ballextra. Giants an’ Indianapolis’ 
CLARENCE -‘tWhich won ?” 
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OWED TO A LAMB. 


ISTEN to petroleum, 
Through the  livelong 


ay ; 
How the ticking of the 
eighths 

Wears the hours away. 
Lambs are bidding strong 

and fast, 

Up the market heaves— 
jp From the fields producers 
; sing, 

Binding up the sheaves. 
And this proverb haunts my 

mind, 

As a spell is cast, 

The mill will never grind 

With the margin that has 

passed. 


How the young lamb skips 
with glee— 
Profits day by day ; 
How he droops in agony 
As they faint away. 
Margins lost and money gone 
Nothing left but rue ; 
Slow games prosper best in life, 
Se they will with you, 


“/ Honest thrift is honest gain, 
\/ Nothing else will last; 
SA The mill will never grind 
_ With the margin that has passed. 
Take this lesson to thyself, You'll be empty pocketed 
Keep it well in view— When the new fields sprout. 
Don’t expect a fortune Treasure then this maxim wise, 
From a cent or two. Take it, hold it fast— 
Margins up or margins down, The mill will never grind 
Everything in doubt, ’ With the margin that has passed. 





Well, the widdee was dreadful angry. She was not goin’ to forgive 
him at all, but the O’Tooles prevailed on her to look overit. But 
she laid on wi’ her tongue. Hadn't he an ounce o’ wit to lave her 
there to dhrown? Was he made o’ sugar that he would melt iv he 
stepped in the watherl Had he nivir a sound leg under him— 
nothin’ but a curl like a rainbow? There was her summer silk done 
for an’ her bonnet fit only for the ash-bar'l. 

What could he do but swear by this an’ by that it was not in his 
power to prevent it? Howsivir, that same buggy ride did the 
business. It wasn't a wake until he wheedled her into marriage. 
I dare say, if the truth of the matter were towld, ‘Tom O’Toole an’ 
his wife were at the bottom o’ it. They were determined to give the 
widdee a down-settin’. Tom got out a bottle o’ whiskey an’ made 
thim as welcome as the flowers in May. So they made a bargain 
thin an’ there. Nowa maner nor a stingier man never lived nor 
Santy McGuire. He wanted to save expinse at the weddin’. He 
said they would lave the church doore an’ go off for an afternoon’s 
frolic to his uncle’s in the country, a matter o’ tin mile. He planned 
very nicely consitherin’. Well, a wheen of us gathered up sleds (it 
was as cowld a day as iver I exparienced) an’ some wint in 
buggies. Santy, the moment they were married, shot out to the 
country to make ready for us. ‘The road we traveled made iver 
bone in my body ache. Body o’ me, sich a place as the uncle’s 














AMERICANS ABROAD. 


PATER FAmILias—‘‘So this air the Paris saloon? Wall, Iswan! Jis like them 
air New York saloons, only—er—where’s the bar ?” 
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was! Shure the shingles looked as if they were takin’ wings, an’ 
the cracks betune the logs were so big you could fling your 
hat through thim. 

Santy met us at the door wi’ his coat off. ‘‘ Hurry, byes,” 
sez he; ‘‘ pit yemhorses up an’ come to dinner. Shure, it’s 
ashamed I am, but my uncle’s away and I’ve had to attind to 
ivirything.” 

‘* What odds, so ye’ve got something to fill our stomachs ?” 
says the widdee. ‘‘An empty stomach needs no cookin’ ; come 
on, byes.” 

In we wint, an’ there in the middle o’ the table was a keg— 
I’m tellin’ the blessed truth !—a keg filled wi’ buckwheat cakes 
the thickness o’ sole leather. Sorra the thing more was there. 
The widdee, who had a quare look in her sound eye, cocked 
her head on one side. 

‘*Ty ye'll be tellin’ me where the butther is I’ll mebbe help ye.” 

‘‘Is it butther ye want?’ says Santy, turnin’ from the griddle 
an’ tossin’ a shovelful o’ cakes into the keg. ‘‘Shure the cakes 
are well greased. I greased ivery wan o’ thim well wi’ lard. 
Fall on, byes—fall on; don’t let thim cool.” 

‘liver heard the McGuires were so mane they’d stint a robin 
o’ a grain 0’ wheat,” says the widee, scornfully. 

‘“The McGuires never got into anv throuble meddlin’ wi’ their 
neighbors’ sheep,” says Santy. 
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HER INTERPRETATION. 


HE (after a long pause)—**So you will give me no hope. I fear, Emma, 
my size has something to do with it. Speak! ‘Tell me it Iam not right?” 

SHE—‘* You are right. Mother told me I should never marry a man I 
couldn’t look up to.” 


‘*There niver was a McGuire fit to clane a Moloney’s shoes,” 
says the widdee. 

‘*The Moloneys were mostly barefoot as far as I could see,” 
says Santy. 

‘Come, I'm goin’ home. All that wants a sup to ate an’ 
drink will follee me.” 

Aud wid that the widdee whirled about an’ ivery wan ov us 
follied her home, where we'd lashins to drink an’ ate to burstin’. 
Is it live wi’ him? Man alive! she niver let him pit nose or fut 
in her house. Didn't I tell ye he was born to bad luck ?” 





A SLIGHT ERROR. 
In a restaurant. 
CustomER—‘‘ Waiter, just look at this spoon ; it’s dirty. Some- 
body’s being drinking chocolate with it, and it isn’t washed.” 
WAITER (wrth emphasis)—‘‘ That, sir, is not chocolate; its verdi- 
gris,” 


DIDN’T WORRY HER, BUT 


Dr PrystEr—‘‘I see that Miss Brewster has just received a lot 
of new dresses from Paris.” 

Miss Dr Garmo—‘‘ Indeed! Well, you know, Mr. De Peyster, 
that such horrid-looking girls have to do something to keep up 
with the procession.” 


BEST ‘THINGS 





CONSOLATORY. 
Victim—‘‘ Great Czesar, you’ve pulled out the wrong tooth !” 
DenTist—‘‘ Oh, never mind; I won’t charge for it.” 








FROM JUDGE. 





IN 1900. 

Ex-BASEBALL 
PLAYER—‘*We may 
be a little late as a 
nation in monu- 
menting them mili- 
tary fellows, but, by 
gravy! we don’t for- 
get the boys, my 
son 


‘*Hit’s a beamin’ mawnin’, sah.” 

I replied politely that it was, indeed, 
and looked up and down the platform for 
the friend who was to meet me at Rog- 
gin’s Corners. I failed to see him, and 
the elderly darkey broke in again, ‘‘P’raps, 
yo’s lookin’ fer a kinveyance t’ tote yo’ 
ober d’ hill. I’se got one yo’ kin hab fera 
shill’n ;” and westruck a bargain. ‘‘I want 
to go to Mr. Rhinders’s house,” I said. 
‘*Yassir; me an’ ole Morg’Il jerk yo’ ober 
dere quicker. Git up, yo’, Dextah !” and 
he brought down’ a frayed-out whip on the 
poor beast’s haunches with a slap like a 
whale’s fluke. Morg moved one ear un- 
sasily and the procession started. 


- 
AR Pte Ss 








7 





(Scene.) 


Fingle has arrived at that state when general chaos reigns, and words appear 
reversed, 

JINGLE (/o Faggers, who is simply imbecile) —“ Shay, Jaggers, look; shome one’s 

been a playin’ a prakikal jhoke with er shign !” 

JaccEerRs—‘‘ Well, let °em; who— o—o—o—cares ?” 


OUTSIDE THE STAR THEATRE. 








A CHANGED TOWNSHIP. 


We knocked a half hour all to flinders getting over the hill, and 
just as I was about to get out and walk, the driver stopped the 
systematic play of his whip, and turning suddenly around ob- 
served, ‘‘ Hit jes’ kims acrost me, sah, which Mistah Rhinders 
does yo’ wan ter see?” 

‘Mr. Elnathan Rhinders,” I replied. 

‘‘Sorry yo’ didn’ say so, sah, "deed I is. Dat house ober 
yander ’s ockerpied by Mistah Carball Rhinders. Elnathan, he 
libs *bout a mile back on d’ post-road ‘tudder side d’ daypo, but 
we'll git dar, sah, we'll git dar,” and he began to back around 
preparatory to turning. 

‘*Look here, uncle!” I said, ‘‘just be sure you're right this 
time. There are no other Rhinderses here, are there?” 

‘‘Bress yo’ heart, yes,” replied my Jehu. ‘‘Dey’s John an’ 
Sam an’ Peleg, an’ Mose-ober-d’-creek, an’ Mose-top-o’-d’-hill, 
an’ Aunt Sally, down by d’ ole mill, an’ d’ twin sistahs, an’ Gran’pa 
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PAID DEARLY FOR HIS MODESTY. 
Deacon (horrified)— ‘Bless me, Maria! what under the sun have you been 
tattooing yourself in that vulgar fashion for ?” 


Wire (/retfully )—** Well, its all your fault. It’s that horrid striped bath- 


| ing-suit with the high neck and long sleeves that you bought me. The colors 


ran, and I can’t wash it off now!” 








Rhinders, dat’s ‘sponsible for d’ hull 
flock, an’”— 

‘* Hold on!” I exclaimed. 
in the Lord’s name did they call this 


place Roggin’s Corners when every 


“Why 


individual inhabitant is named 
Rhinders ?” 

‘‘Dey wuz a man ob dat name 
killed by d’ cyars heah one day a 
few yeahs ago, en d’ cit’zens kinder 
tumbled to it, ez bein’ fresh an’ new, 
and so ebersence hit’s bin Roggin’s.” 

‘‘What'’s your name ?” 

‘*Oh, my nem’s Rhinders. 
adopted in ’sixty-foh.” 

I fell back and Morg went on. 


I wuz 


BACK NUMBERS. 


The bald-headed man in his family pew, 
Leaned back on the cushion and slum- 
bered, 
And he dreamed that the preacher these 
words had proclaimed : 
“The hairs of your head are all num- 
bered.” 


The bald-headed man awoke with a start 
From his weekly devotional slumbers; 
Then he sank on his knees and fervently 

prayed, 
**«O, Lord! send me down the back num- 
bers.’’ 
LURANA W. SHE LDON, 


NOT HIS FIRST ENGAGEMENT. 

‘‘This is a lovely ring, my dear,” 
she said, ‘‘and it’s athousand pities 
it’s a little too small.” 

“Never mind,” he returned. 
‘*That’s the one I once gave Gracie. 
The next time I call I will bring you 
the one Jennie had.” 


‘ THE BASKET TRICK. 








THINGS FROM JUDGE. 
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IN THE CONSERVATORY. 


Mr. CHESLEY—‘‘ Quick, your decision, Louise !” 

Miss DE LEIGH —‘* Why do you hurry me so?” 

Mr. CHESLEY—‘‘ For two reasons. Professor Barnard says that a 
comet is approaching the earth at the rate of three million miles a 
day, and —'er ! ahem !—I think I hear your mother coming too,” 


The girl who liked to kiss the most never got near the 
mistletoe. 


HE’LL GET THERE. 


GUARDIAN OF THE 
oF BLIss—‘‘ Who are 
anyhow ?” 

PERSONAGE (with an air as 
of former consequence)—‘* Aw 
—I was Ministaw Phelps, 
don’tcherknaw? That’s too 
awfully hawd on a fellaw. 
Me hawt'’s all English, you 
knaw, but I feaw a little 
Amewican blawd flaws in 
me veins. Weally, I’m not 
wesponsible, you knaw.” 

Guarpian — ‘Take this 
jibbering idiot to the cell 
prepared for that growth of 
human fungus known as 
Anglomaniac, and throw a 
few dozen more dudes on 
the fire to freshen it upa 
little.” 


REALM{ 
you, 


A CUNNING ENTREPRE- 
NEUR. 

An ingenious manager of 
a theatre has solved the 
problem how to induce his 
fair patrons to remove their 
hats during the performance. 
He posted up the following 
notice : 

‘* Ladies are notified that, 
although the strict rule of 
this theatre requires them to 
leave their hats in the cloak- 
room, those who have ar- 
rived ata certain age will 
hereafter be excused from 
its observance.” 

Luck is seldom a good 
master. His pay days are 
too uncertain. 


FOUND OUT. 


She wore an air of mystery 
That puzzled and perplexed, 

And, lover like, with jealousy 
His anxious heart was vexed. 


But with grim determination 
He removed all further doubt, 
For with each faculty alert 
He called and found her out. 
LURANA W. SHELDON. 
OLD CHOCOLATE’S JOCOSERIOUS 
CHAT. 

Hit her easy toe kill de hungry 
fly. 
Je steelyard won't lie less yo’ 
make hit. 

De well offenes’ dipped gibs de 
sweetes’ watah. 

De dawg er ez apt to bahk at an 
hones’ man ez he am at a tief. 

A many folks say tings dat hit er 
hahd toe git any one toe sw’ar toe. 

De fool dat keeps his mouf shet 
offen looks mo’ wise en a weddah 
prophet. 

De man w’at’s mos’ discreet w’en 
sobah makes a-many a slips w’en 
drunk. 


J. A. WALDRON, 


HIS DISGUISE PENETRATED. 

In the museum. 

Hre—‘‘ What a villainous-looking 
monkey that is! I declare it looks 
just like our old gardener, Mike.” 

THE MONKEY (7 @ whisper)—‘* For 
hivin’s sake don’t give me away ! 
The chimpanzay in th’ nixt cage is a 
dethective from Chicago, an’ he 


wants me for imbizzlemint.” 
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AN ESOTERIC ODE. 


I remember, oh, yes, I remember, 
When light was beginning to dawn, 
I floated about in the ether 
A poor little atom forlorn, 
And how in the darkness and chaos 
Your form was the first to appear; 
You were only a molecule, dariing. 
But such a sweet molecule, dear, 


I remember, oh, yes, I remember, 
The days that we spent in a pool, 
Among the Silurian meadows, 
When things were beginning to cool. 
Although I am sure I was happy, 
I think our appearance was queer ; 
You were only a pollywog, darling, 
But such a sweet pollywog, dear. 


I remember, oh, yes, I remember, 

The time that we spent in a cave, 
I lately saw in a collection 

Some bones which you helped me engrave. 
Ab The plaques you now paint are quite different, 
v In art your improvement is clear; 
You were only a troglodyte, darling, 

But sucha sweet troglodyte, dear. 





I remember, oh, yes, I remember, I remember, oh, yes, I remember, 
How life in Arcadia ran, The first time you asked me tocall,; 
When wandering down by the river A cycle has passed since that morning 
We frequently met the god Pan; And one since last night at the ball. 

That twist a Za Psyche you're wearing The time is long when you'reabsent, 
Brings those yolden ages so near ; And passes so quick when you're here 


You were only a dryad, my darling, For you are my sweetheart, my darling 
But such a sweet dryad, my dear. And such a sweet sweetheart, my dear 
A. P. W. 8. 
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A SLIGHT MISAPPREHENSION. 
UNCLE BEN (having spent the night with the boys, finds himself in the morning in 
the cactus bed) —** B’gosh, I never knowed ’skeeters to bite so hard sence I’ve 
been justice 0’ this deestric’ !” 


FAMILY TIES ARE BINDING. 

Wiceins—‘'I was astonished to hear how harshly old Plutus 
spoke to his secretary this morning. I should think the poor devil 
would resign.” 

CraBLey—‘‘Bah! He doesn'tdare. Don’t youknow he’s a poor 
relation ?” 


ABSOLUTELY CORRECT. 
‘* What type of face should you call that?” said one person to 
another in the photograph gallery. 
‘‘That,” replied the other, after examining the picture closely, 
‘is atin type.” 


SENTENCES PASSED BY THE JUDGE. 
Love is as constant as the sun. The fact thatthe object of its rays 
freqently changes is a matter of minor consideration. 
It is possible for « slight difference in the use of epithets and ad- 
jectives to be very trying to the sacred bond of friendship. 
The sooner one makes up his mind to give full value for every- 
thing received, the fewer disappointments will he be subjected to. 
One half of the world languishes from famine, while the other half 
sickens by over-eating. ‘Thus is an eternal balance maintained. 
How exceedingly fortunate that the powers that be pursue their 
eternal purpose without the possibility of detention or interruption ! 
Suppose there was such a thing as a literal answer to every indi- 
vidual prayer. What a kind of world this would be! 
KATHRINE GROSJEAN. 


Approach trouble as you would a mule—from the front, 


FROM JUDGE. 























WOM, 
| Uses 





THE RULING PASSION. 
INVALID (Zo sister)—‘* Tilly, dear, if I die what dress will you wear at my 
funeral ?” 
SISTER (sad/y)—-‘* The purple, with bugle trimmings.” 
INVALID ( fecbly jovous)—‘* Thank goodness, then I shall die contented !” 


HE WAS GETTING HIS PAY. 

City cousin—‘‘And how did you leave all the folks at the farm, 
Uncle John? Do you know we had such a delightful time at your 
house last summer! I’m sure we put you to a great deal of 
trouble ; and I was sayingto papa this morning that I didn’t know 
how we could ever repay you for your great kindness. By the 
way, how much are those eggs that you brought in to us?” 

Country coustn—‘‘ Fight dollars—two dozen at four dollars a 
dozen.” 


SOME NEW DEFINITIONS. 

PostERITY—An old lady who lives a long way off. 

Lire—A romance that would seem incredible were it written 
out. 

AN IMPROMPTU ADDRESS—A spasm of eloquence carefully elabor- 
ated in the retirement of the study. 

TELEGRAPH—A machine for sewing words together. 

PostmEN-——Men of letters who earn their living with their 
feet. 





“*TWAS ON THE BROAD ATLANTIC.” 
INKELHEIM (fen days wrecked)—**A-ha! asail—I vill hoisd me your drousers! 
Dey vos bedderas mein !” 
IpstEIN—‘“ Holton, Abe! See ohf efferythin’ vos oud der pocgkets !” 
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WM. SCHWARZWAELDER & CO., 1“ 


OFFICE DESKS. seme | ~CCOFFICE. PARTITIONS. 


The most complete in the Largest stock and greatest 


world. variety of any house in the city. 
None superior in finish’ or Special work made to order 
workmanship. promptly. 
Guarantee given with each We carry a full line of furni- 


desk. ture for all office work. 


SEND FOR NEW CATALOGUE JUST ISSUED... timcrvmura, coma, 289 PEARL ST,, (4c 'st™) NEW YORK CITY, 


ent of desk can bec’ t 
ideas, all divisions being adjusta le. 


EL TELEGRAFO 


WHITE LABEL Size. 


(TRADE-MARK REGISTERED.) 


FINER AND LARGER THAN EVER BEFORE, WITHOUT ADVANCE IN PRICE. 


MANUFACTURED BY 


Gelestino Palacio & Go., 


FERDINAND HIRSCH, So_Le PROPRIETOR. 


KEY WEST, FLA. 
Office and Salesroom, No. 2 Burling Slip, 


INE WwW WORE. 

















EY ‘“ DANDRUFF is the most frequent BUY OF THE 
ey cause of premature BALDNESS ” " MANUFACTURER. q 
7 el ‘“* ITCHING is peace-destroying and g ' g 
a exhausting to the vital powers, and breeds - : 1 We P 
AY profanity ee ealskin Sacques, 
i: SCRATCHING is like paying a JACKETS, DOLMANS AND NEWMARKETS. 
rutae/ debt with a note. LARGEST ASSORTMENT OF 


SHAMPOOING with | MUFFS, CAPES, BOAS, SCARFS, 


PACKER’S TAR SOAP To be found in the City. 


FULL LINE OF GENTS’ FURS. 


Best Goods at moderate prices. Established over 39 Years. 





is a hygienic luxury, promoting a clear, smooth skin, health- 
ful scalp, and vigorous hair. Invaluable for irritations of the 


skin incident to summer. 25 cents. Druggists. Sample HENRY SIEDE, 


(% cake), ants, ste 3. 
), 10 cents, stamps MANUFACTURING FURRIER, 


Mention JuDGE. West Fourteenth Street, N York 
I es our ree ew : 
THE PACKER MFC. CO., {00 Fulton Street, N. 7. . Between sth and 6th fi sa 
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A TRYST. 


Alone she waits for me, 
Oh, heart be still! 
Only the field to cross 
And then the hill, 
5) And then her eyes’ soft 
charm 
My eyes will meet 
With welcome glad and warm, 
And chiding sweet. 






Across the sunny road 
Long shadows lie; 

The birds sing overhead— 
The breeze goes by 

Laden with clover breath— 
With summer dreams! 

Sweet heart, how far and far 
The distance seems. 


I mount the hill at last; 
There in the shade 
Near where the cross-roads meet, 
Our tryst was made. 
I see her robe of white, 
Her waving glove; 
Alone she waits for me, 
\\ My own true love. 
\\i 


i M. 5. BRIDGES, 





‘ 





A QUESTION OF CEREALS. 
O’ BRIEN— ‘' Phwat ails yur fut, Casey ?” 
Casey—‘‘I has acor-rn, an’ it shpoils me walkin’.” 
O’BRIEN—* Faith, it’s rye thot shpoils moine.” 





HIS OPINION OF HIMSELF. 

He was small, slender and pale. He had a lisp, and thin hair, 
a faint moustache, weak eyes, and an eye-glass that seemed to 
make him nervous and required his constant care; and she was 
wondering why they had sent her in to dinner with him. But she 
was very gracious, as kind and charming women are apt to be to 
men they compassionate, and she felt that she must really make an 
effort to see him at ease, and give him that confidence in himself 
which he naturally appeared to lack. This laudable design, how- 
ever, was quite unnecessary—as it proved. 

The conversation turned on the profession of law. 

‘‘T never feel,” she said, in a gently encouraging tone and look- 
ing at him with earnest, reassuring eyes, ‘‘that nature intended 
women to enter law. Its demands are really in excess of their 
capacities.” 

‘Yes ; now, really they are,” he responded, rescuing his eye- 
glass from a downward plunge toward his soup and fitting it with 
some difficulty into his eye. ‘‘Really it does. Why—er—very 
few men possess the-—the requirements. To be a good lawyer a 
man must have, ah—self-possession, a polished manner—er 
dignified bearing, a fine voice and—er—well, physical strength, 
and a certain power of personal fascination—good looks, of course. 
He must be eloquent—er—witty, quick to observe, cool, sarcastic, 
level-headed, er—I have often thought,” he added reflectively, 
capturing his eye-glass, which had again escaped him and was 
climbing over his shoulder, ‘‘that if [’d given my mind to it | 
would have made a splendid lawyer.” . 
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FROM JUDGE. 





UNCALLED FOR. 

RupE Boy—‘‘I say, mister, that calf of yourn is so weak and thin that 
you'll be arrested for exposin’ bob veal if the health board should happen 
to come along.” 

THE END OF THE SEASON. 

Frayed Soggins, the tramp, beamed all over as his eyes fell 
on the fugitive keg which, rolling off the top of the heap outside 
of Badenschneider’s door, had taken a spiral kind of reel around 
the corner. He bounded for it as the lion bounds for the 
gentle antelope, and lifting it tenderly with the air of a connoisseur 
he murmured, ‘‘Sog’s in luck fer wunst. Dey’s two canfuls if 
dey’s a drop!” 

Leaning back until his solitary suspender creaked, and getting 
a good flat-footed brace, he raised the wooden beaker to the 
level of his chin, applied his parched lips to the bung-hole, drew 
a long breath and prepared to receive the choicest blessing 
which ever comes to the wanderers of his clan. 

As the keg approached the forty-five degree angle, and was 
slowly raised to the vertical, a pained expression came over the 
face of the would-be imbiber, which quickly changed to one of 
sheer disgust, and as he dropped the keg he gave it a vicious 
kick which sent a lost sole flying high in the air, and groaned, 
‘«By gravy! I’ve heerd of a feller named Tantalus, but I'll bet 
my teeth against a beefsteak he never had ter try froze beer !” 


J. 8. G. 








HE KEPT HIS vow. 


Tramp—‘“ Great grief! Is that yerself, Mickey? Why, I heard you once 
swear that you would never do a bit of work as long as you lived,” 

POLICEMAN — ( former tramp)—“‘So I did. That’s the reason I got on the 
force.” 
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JS SURE TO LIVE WELL 


For a Weak Stomach, Loss of Appetite, Impaired Digestion, and all Disorders of the Liver, 
BEECHAM’S PILLS act like magic, arousing into action the whole 
physical energy of the human frame. 


These facts are admitted by all classes of society, and one of the best guarantees to the Nervous and Debilitated is that 
Beecham’s Pills have the largest sale of any patent medicine in the world. Full directions with each box. 


Prepared only by THOS. BEECHAM, St. Helens, Lancashire, England. 


Sold by Druggists generally. B. F. ALLEN & CO., 365 and 367 Canal Street, New York, Sole Agents for the United States, who, IF YOUR DRUGGIST 
DOES NOT KEEP THEM, WILL MAIL BEECHAM’S PILLS ON RECEIPT OF PRICE, 25 CENTS A BOX; but inquire first, 
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E was a sweet young 

creature, 

And he banged his 

sunny hair, 

He worked in a store 

And on the floor 

Where they sold ‘“ gent wig 
neckwear 

But the place it did not suit 

him, 

For he wanted much torise; 

Said this darling lad 

‘*It’s really too bad 

That I have to count out 

ties.” 


At last he was engaged 

By a manager on _ the 

‘*square ;” 

He played Hamlet, you 

know, 

With a traveling show 

In a way that would turn 

your hair, 

This ‘‘snap” went way out 
west 

When it suddenly dwindled in size, 

For it busted in two 

In Kalamazoo, 

And again he is counting the ties. 


A FAMILIAR SCENE. 

It is summer. Mamma-in-law has come visiting for the first 
time. Daughter-in-law’s housekeeping is undergoing a critical 
examination. 

Mamma-in-law has discovered three live carpet-bugs in a secluded 
corner, and is adapting a well-worn saying in a manner she thinks 
artistically befitting the occasion : 

‘‘Harriet—I presume. you are accustomed to being called 
‘ Hattie,’ but I consider diminutives extremely undignified for a 
married woman—Harriet, I will paraphrase a favorite motto of my 
studious girlhood by remarking that eternal vigilance is the price 
of the absence of carpet-bugs. ” 

The first supper-table is graced by some baking-powder bis- 
cuits, and if there is one solitary item on which the meek and 






P 
1) AMA 





The supper 


well,” answers his wife. 


FROM JUDGE. 





THE EFFICACY OF THE FAITH CURE. 


OURSELVES (for instance, /o our office boy) -** You needn't come this after- 
noon, Johnny. Take this quarter and buy some cough medicine. You'll be 
all right in the morning.” 
gentle housewife prides herself it is her 
light, delicate, snow-white biscuits. 

Mamma-in-law tastes one and re- 
marks, with an air of aggravated 
injury, ‘‘ Harriet, I shall be exceedingly 
obligated to you if you will have the 
domestic cut me some home-made 
bread—if you have such an article in 
thé house; I have never accustomed 
myself to eating baked air as the staff 
of life.” 

Harriet compresses her lips and rings 
for some bread. 

Mamma-in-law eats it with pathetic 
resignation, making only one comment = z 
—<‘‘Really, eatables seem to be like the — JOHNNY (é the corridor one 
furniture in the parlor now-a-days—en- ae wore oe ee 

: , ) this afternoon, or I’ma liar. 
tirely of the bric-a-brac order.” — 

‘* My dear,” says Herbert, the next morning, ‘‘suppose you 
ask mother to make the biscuits for supper. I think it would 
please her 
immense- 
ly.” 
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is late that 
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IN THE WRONG PLACE. 


REv. MR. WRANTER (concluding sermon)—“ And now, my 


hearers, which shall it be?!!! 


Mr. LATEOUT (7m back seat, somnambulistically)—** Gimme 


Rhine wine 'n’ seltzer 


I've swore off ” 


night; but mamma-in-law 
brings in the plate of biscuits 
herself, saying, in a trium- 
phant voice, ‘‘There, Her- 
bie, dear! you can enjoy a 
good square meal of biscuits, 
honey, once more, as you 
used to.” 

‘‘Herbie” opens a_ bis- 
cuitand gasps. It is a bright 
gold color. 

‘* Shure, mum,” says 
Honorah, ‘‘I saw yez put 
in two compliments av 
sody; but, bedad, I wuz 
towld not till meddie wid 
yer.” 

Harriet smiles calmly 
and orders ‘‘bread” again. 

She is waiting for one 
more result in the future. 

She had been canning 
blackberries that afternoon 
and was weighing out the 
sugar when mamma-in-law 
appeared on the scene. 

‘‘Harriet Martin!’ she 
fairly screamed ; ‘‘ are you 
so far lost to the sacred tra- 
ditions of your feminine an- 
cestors as to use only three 






Aooyed 


——— 





HIS VIEW OF IT. 

HAROLD—‘*‘ What a funny man, mamma!” 

MAMMA—‘‘S.s-sh! that’s a Pole.” 

HAROLD —(very much interested)\—‘* Well, before I’d go 
"P where there are bears and icebergs to look for a thing 
like that, I'd let it stay hidden !” 
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Spencer Trask & Co., 
BANKERS, 


16 & 18 Broap 5r., 











New York Ciry. 


PROVIDENCE, R. I., 
5 & 7 Exchange Street. 








ALBANY, N. Y., 
State Street, cor. James. 


SARATOGA, 
Grand Union Hotel. 


Transact a General Banking Business. 


ALL CLASSES OF SECURITIES BOUGHT AND SOLD ON COMMISSION, 
AND CARRIED ON MARGINS. 


Private VWires to each Office, and to 


PHILADELPHIA, BOSTON, WORCESTER. 
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Hopking & Blaut, 
ELECTROTYPER 


FOR JUDGE, 
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Office and Works: 


JUDGE BUILDING I6th ST. & Sth AVE, 


Entrance on 16th Street. New Worle. 
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| Thea- Nectar 


(PURE CHINESE TEA.) 























BAKING 


A & POWDER 


BEST OF ALL! 


SPECIAL PRESENTS given away with THEA- 
NECTAR and BAKING POWDER to assist in introducing 
to Consumers. We are satisfied when parties have once 
nsed them, they will use no others. Don’t fail to give 


= Eight O’Clock Breakfast Coffee. 


THE FINEST, MOST DELICIOUS, AND CHEAPEST COFFEE IN THE MARKET. 
We recommend to all lovers of a cup of good Coffee, that they use our ** Granulated 
Eight 0°Clock Breakfast Coffee, » it is sure to give universal satisfaction, for 
it ranks as the STANDARD COFFEE of this country. 


Directions for making. Use three-fourths the usual Quantity—when making 
this Coffee, put nothing else with it, 
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A & P Condensed Milk 


IF YOU WANT A CUP OF 


DELICIOUS COFFEE. 








THE MOST RELIABLE 


Trunks, Bags, Ete. 


ARE MADE BY 





NEW YORK, 


SOLE MANUFACTURERS OF THE 


Patent Improved Rawhide Trunks 


14 Cortlandt Street, near Broadway. 
S56 Broadway, below Prince Street. 
723 Sixth Avenue, below 42d Street. 


DIAMONDS. 












STORES : 
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Randel, Baremore & Billings, 


IMPORTERS w® CUTTERS OF DIAMONDS, 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


DIAMOND JHwWHELEAY, 
58 Nassau Street and 29 Maiden Lane, 










“ 1 St. Andrew’s Street, London. 
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PROMPTLY 
SELF-ASSERTIVE TRAMP 


FROM JUDGE. 


SUCCORED. 


‘¢Madam, it won't be healthy for you t’ refuse a poor wounded sojer a bite !” 


New JERSEY wipow—*'I know it. Sick him, Hercules !”’ 


quarters of a pound of sugar to a pound of fruit? Do let me make 
you some of my delicious preserves. Herbie just dotes on them. 


It is winter. 

Herbert is writing home. 

‘* Dear,” says Mrs. Herbert, demurely, ‘‘ will you please tell 
mother you regret to state that every can of her ‘ preserved ’ ber- 
ries has ‘ worked’ so that we can’t use them.” ARISTINE ANDERSON. 

AMATEUR PHOTOGRAPHY, 

Srmpson—‘‘ What does this represent, Camerer? I've studied it 
from every point of view, but vainly.” 

CamERER—‘‘ Why, that’s the late great railway accident, in which 
two trains were telescoped.” 


Simpson—‘‘ You don’t say ! I fancied it might represent the wreck 
of a phonograph which had tried to record the chatter of three 
young women on a street corner.” 


A CLAIM ON THEIR GRATITUDE. 
Young Doctor B. is run down with business. 
‘*You must earn a mint of money,” said a friend to him one day. 
‘**Not at all ; my patients don’t pay.” 
‘‘No? But their heirs ought to pay something handsome!” 
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WE HAVE ALL BEEN THERE. 
HARLEM PATRON (rushing in)—‘* Quick ! 
a matter of life or death !”’ 
SNOOZEY (messenger number 44)—‘* Lemme take it, Sully. Dey’s der boss 
game 'r ball goin’ on ’bout five blocks dis side 'r where dat bloke lives.” 


Get this up to my house! It's 


PUSH. 
II, country youth ! who shrinking stands 
Dazed by the city’s din, 
The door before you has no hands 
By which to help you in. 
Then why, oh youth! still stand and wait ? 
Obey the mandate on the plate : 
PUSH. 


Oh, modest man, why will you stand 
And long for fortune’s store ? 
No one within will reach a hand 
To help you through the door. 
The only way to conquer fate 
You'll find engraven on the plate: 


U 
S 
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You may be gifted with great skill, 
Be versed in varied lore, 

Yet lack the overcoming will 
To push aside fate’s door. 

*Tis good wine now that needs a bush ; 
And merit, to succeed, must push / 


FANNIE WINDSOR. 
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ENGLISH 
HATS CAPS de 








NOT THE FAULT OF THE HATTER. 
FIRST CHAPPY—‘‘ Say look ’ere, old fell. Don’t you think my hat is—aw— 
too devlish small for my head ?” 
SECOND CHAPPY—‘‘Aw—no—. It cawn’t be. 


It must be your head— 
because you know it’s an English hat, you know.” 
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(—=-The Great Remedy in Consumption. 





pa THE FINEST AND BEST. 
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_ ALMOST AS PALATABL 


: AS MILK. 

; The oil is so disguised that 

the most delicate stomach 
can take it without the 
slightest repugnance. 









REMARKABLE AS A 


“FLESH PRODUCER 


Lib 


Z ae GA \\ = eS a 2Aas \ Ha j z= 
ANNE FEE PERSONS CAIN RAPIDLY WHILE TAKING IT, 
SCOTT’S EMULSION 


Is acknowledged by numerous Physicians in the United States and many 
foreign countries to be the FINEST and BEST preparation of its class 


OR THE RELIEF OF, AND IN MOST CASES A CURE 


CONSUMPTION, SCROFULA, GENERAL DEBILITY, WASTING DISEASES 
OF CHILDREN AND CHRONIC COUGHS. 


.For Sale by all Druggists. SCOTT & BOWNE, New York. 
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BEST ‘THINGS 


SNATCHES FROM AN UN- 
PUBLISHED NOVEL. 


BY JAMES HENRY HOWELLS DEAN, 

Fitzgerald—Percy Gerald 
Fitzgerald—-is my hero. His 
ears were pink, his eyes were 
blue, his lips were cherry, and 
over all there rested the precious 
beatitude of a nose like a 
heaven-kissing hill. 

Mildred, fair Mildred! Some- 
times, when my fancy is stim- 
ulated to fine poetic musing, do 
Isee in my mind's eye the 
agglomeration of all human 
loveliness settled in one radiant 
soul, creamy skin to shame the 
lily, teeth fresh from the dentist 
and warranted to wear, hair 
that takes the shine off the bald- 
headed sun, a contour that 
beats a cloak-dummy all hol- 
low, a voice of vocal velveteen, 
and a bearing and carriage 
worthy of a Marie Stuart or a 
second old lady in a burlesque 
troupe ! 

‘* Mildred,” he said, ‘‘ many 


a time and oft have we sat here nitoor yez have be the conthrast.” 








IN DANGER OF CONGESTION. 
GRAFTON—* Cholly, I can’t see what makes my head teel so dweadfully 
swelled. ‘Pon honoh, I feel as if my vewy veins would burst.” 
Howarp—"“ Weally, Algy, it’s ‘cause you wear such awfully tight shoes ; 
causes a wush of bwains to the head, ye know.” 


by the firelight’s fitful glow, mooning and spooning galore. 
Carriage-hire is dear, and I’m only getting six thalers per week. 
Come, fly with me, and let us settle down to love in a cottage 
and soup-meat for ever and evermore.” Mildred blushed one 
hundred degrees in the shade, and loving him with a love that 
knoweth no bank account, she replied, ‘‘Yes, my Percy”— 
here came a strange sound which may have been the ‘‘old 
man” swearing at the keyhole, or the pit-a-patting of the lover's 
heart—‘‘let us git up and git.” (Kisses, tableau and exeunt.) 

‘*W-r-r-etch !” he cried, ‘‘depart thee hence unto the 
night's Plutonian shore. Japetas hath a step-daughter, whom 
he loveth passing well. So write me an epic and thou mayest 
have her with all rights, privileges and glories thereunto per- 
taining. Or else, beware, for there is resin rubbed an inch 
thick on my boot-end, and I have just made way with a bottle of 
good old rye, quart size.” Percy was inconsolable. He would 
have her or die by slow poison. 

A climacteric having been reached, it is the fashionable 


FROM JUDGE. 


A VALUABLE DOMESTIC. 


Mrs. McMipas—‘*‘Can’t you arrange to look a little neater in the house, Ellen ?” 
ELLEN—‘‘ Shure yez doan’t undershtand me, ma’am. It's me that dobe goin’ in rags t’show up tn fine fur- 


literary rule to pass over three or four years in the history of our 
lovers, and light upon an idyllic scene in the rural districts of 
Bungtown county. Mildred leaves in the morning after impress- 
ing a dozen kisses upon Percy’s lips, and returns at eve, only to 
fall into his yearning arms and kiss again. Percy is busy at 
home all day with the house and children, and the way he 
cooks is said to have turned the neighbors indigo with envy. 
Readers, my moral is plain. Amor vincit omnia, or robbed of 
its French, love takes the whole grocery. In the meantime, 
as we shall not publish a sequel to this work, you would do well 
to purchase this volume, which may be had at ten dollars, one- 
third off, at the bookstalls of Messrs. Scribbler, Wellfed & Co., 


at the sign of the three brass balls, next door to the barber-shop. 
NATHAN M. LEVY. 


WHY SHE REFUSED HIM. 


He loved a stately maiden 
Of zsthetic cultured taste, 

And promptly at her service 
His royal heart he placed. 


He struggled long and nobly 
Her maiden love to gain, 
But she quenched his life’s ambition 
In words both cold and plain. 


For when he stooped in rapture 
Her answering words to catch, 
She said his ** hair was auburn 
And his mustache didn’t match.”’ 
LURANA W. SHELDON. 
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AT THE WAKE, BUT TOO LATE FOR THE FUN. 


‘* Begorra, thin, it’s too bad entoirely. They promised to wait for me, an’ 
there they are havin’ a hoigh ouid time ; an’ the corpse a sittin’ in the chair 
as nathural as loife an’ they throwin’ coals at it!” 
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REMINGTON 


TYPEWRITER, 


FOR 
FIFTEEN YEARS THE STANDARD. 


WYCKOFF, SEAMANS & BENEDICT, 


S27 BROADWVAT, NEW YTorRE. 

















A WONDERFUL. WINDOW. PATENT ENVELOPES, 


For the past year, at the corner of Fifteenth Street and Broadway, hundreds of 
people have been made to halt daily and admire the remarkable work of a genuine Artist 
in his arrangements of a Jeweler’s Window, and to-day no question is oftener asked 
than this: 

“ Have you seen Johnston’s window on Union Square?” 

This week it is a marvel indescribable. You must go and see it before you can 
believe how beautiful it is. Moreover, the inside of the store is as interesting as the 
window. 

The Art Gallery is filled with fine paintings—Gatti’s great picture of “ Milton 
Visiting Galileo” is being visited by hundreds daily, and is pronounced one of the most 
interesting historical pictures of the Century. 

The twelve magnificent show cases filled with Solid Silverware, consisting of every- 
thing from a Tea-set to the smallest toilet article, and the collection of Watches, fine and 
rare Diamonds, Rubies and all precious stones, in the most unique and original settings, 
is making Mr. Johnston known all over the country. 

The novelties in Fine Bronzes, Marbles, Clocks and Bric-a-brac are well worth a 
visit. The rarest thing in the collection is a Peachblow Vase, valued at $3,500. 
Strangers in the city are welcome visitors. : 


4s. J. H. JOHNSTON & CO., _ 188. 


17 Union Square, Corner Broadway and 18th Street. 


For Mailing all Classes of Matter at Unsealed Postal Rates, 


—ARE THE— 


CHEAPEST, HANDIEST AND BEST. 


They insure Perfect Security to contents, 
have no complicated, or bungling clasp fastening, 
and are more readily fastened or opened for 
examination of contents than any other envelope 
made. They are 

‘ APPROVED BY THE P. 0. DEPARTMENT. 

After trying these you will use no others. 
They are made in all sizes, and of any weight of 
paper desired. I also manufacture Negative 
Preserver Envelopes of improved design for 
Photographers’ use, also all kinds of hand-folded 
envelopes. Send for samples and prices; also 
for circular giving rates of postage. 





WM. GOODBODY, 132 Reade St., New York. 





BRANDRIOLI STILL LEADS !!! 


Nothing ever offered 
the public 
as a specific for 


THROAT DIFFICULTIES 


has been so efficaci- 





ous. Pure Cod Liver 
Oil, Ice Moss and Rye 
Brandy, makes a com- 
bination that is unex- 
celled for all Bronchial 
\ and Lung troubles! 
Price, $1.00 per bottle. 
Address, 

E. G. LEWIS, 

210 Front Street, N. Y. 


The Grand Gonservatory of Music 


OF THE CITY OF NEW YORK, 


(Chartered by Act of Legislature,) 


o08-—_FIF THE AVHNU =) 98 


Corner of 15th Street. 











yes renowned and popular School of Vocal and Instrumental Music, 
and all branches of Musical Art and Science, Dramatic Art and Elo- 
cution, Foreign Languages, and Drawing and Painting, gives the 


BEST INSTRUCTION 
obtainable in this country, from the first beginning to the highest artistic 
perfection, by the most eminent Artists and Professors of Europe and 


America, at moderate terms. Unrivalled advantages for Students. 
for particulars address 


DR. E. EBERHARD, President, 


978 Fifth Awenue. 





OpposiIrE HARPER & Bros, 





TELEPHONE CALL, 364 JOHN. 


WILLIAM GREEN, 


Printer, Electrotyper and Binder, 


324, 326 and 328 Pearl Street, 
NEW YORK. 


———_—_—__e 





All descriptions of Book and Job Printing, from Cards and 


Circulars to Cyclopedias, Plain and Illustrated, in black or colors, 
promptly and well done, and on reasonable terms. 


Periodical and Gatalogue Work a Specialty. 





Manuscripts examined and estimates given for total cost, sav- 


ing the annoyance, delays and divided responsibility of dealing 
with separate firms for composition, electrotyping, paper, press- 
work, binding, etc. ' 


Contracts made with authors or publishers for the entire 


production of work, including, where necessary, the furnishing of 
illustrations and preparation of copy. 


ESTIMATES CHEERFULLY FURNISHED. 
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THINGS 


AN OPTICAL ILLUSION. 
Miss Seldon's fiancé is approaching them across the lawn. 
JupcE S.—‘ Who is that coming across the lawn, daughter ?”’ 
Miss S. —‘* Why, papa, don’t you see? That’s Teddy. He said he in- 


tended coming over this evening.” 


Jupce S.—* Ah, yes ; I see now ; I thought at first it was a MAN.” 


KROM JUDGE. 


MOG 
VU Ze 


WHAT’S IN A NAME? 
GRAWLEY—‘‘ Who’s that little, insignificant, dried-up, crooked, spindle- 
legged tailor’s sign-board over there?” 
Griccs—‘*That? Why that’s Lord Leopold Algernon Percy Fitznoodle, son 
of the Earl of Ditchwater.” 
GRAWLEY—‘‘Oh !—aw! What a very distinguished bearing his lordship has, 
though, for one so slight of figure.”’ 


THE NEAR-SIGHTED GERMAN AND THE LIVE CIGAR. 


‘*A-ha! somesing apout dot Poulonger 


fighd !” 


MuLvey—‘ Yez says yure ould Bizzymarrk 
cud lick shpots out o’ Ireland alone be himsilf ?’ 
SPEIZER —*‘ Dot’s vot I said!” 


‘‘Chimeney! dot vos preddy goot for dot (discovering the hole which his cigar had burnt in 
Floquet, shdickin’ him in der t’roat, unt ’*—- the paper)—‘* Youst de most inderesdin’ blace 


” 


too, by tam! 


THE LION AND THE GNAT. 


MULVEY—‘‘ Well, be th’ powers! They’ll be SPEIZER—‘‘Beesmargck vos a diblomad, 


wan less Ditchmon t’ kill! 


Hu-ra-roo! !” mein frent !” 
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HAVE YO 
USED 


PEARS'so 


Wi) WV 
OY” 





EARS’ TRANSPARENT SHAVING STICK, 
Established 100 Years as the cleanest 
and hest preparation for SHAVING, 


It yields a profuse, creamy and fragrant 
lather, which leaves the Skin smooth, 
clean, cool and comfortable. For sale 
everywhere. — ee 
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HIS SYSTEM has been prepared expressly to meet the 
wants of those desiring to change their present hand- 
writing toa more Easy and BEAUTIFUL style, by home 

or office practice, without a teacher. 

It is the only American system used in the commercial 
offices of London, Eng., and in New York, Boston, Phila- 
delphia, and other cities of the United States. 


GASKELL’S COMPENDIUM 


CONSISTS OF 


Business, Ladies’ and Ornamental Penmanship in all Varieties, Movement 
Exercises, Alphabets, Ledger Headings, Bills, Model Signatures, Cor- 
responding Styles, Album Work, Card-writing, Pen Drawing and Shad- 
ing, German Text, Old English, Off-Hand Flourishing, etc., ete. 


All the above are in the form of written and other pen- 
exercises, and accompanied with a small Book or INSTRUC- 
TIONS, giving a complete analysis of every capital and small 
letter, with full directions for Position, Pen-holding and 
Movement. 


IMPROVEMENT OF THOSE USINC IT. 


Having had a sale of over 300,000, ample opportunity is afforded for testing its value. 
The following have never been equaled by any other system, school or teacher. They are 
perfect reproductions of the original writings. 


Old Style. } 


YEP eat 


Present Style. 


Old Style. 


——_ 


Present Style. 








Mr. Crouse’s post-office address is Memphis, N. Y. 





Mr. Dennis is now teacher of penmanship in Wright's 


Business College, Brooklyn, | Old Style. 


Sere Mb Mico 


Present Style. 





Old Style. 


OQ L DP. Fiaidsn. 


Present Style. 


LMitiegs 


P. B. Hardin is at present teaching penmanship in 
Kentucky, and is highly commended by leading journals, 
both as a finished writer and successful instructor. His 
post-office address is Union Star, Ky. 





Mr. Reeves’ beautiful handwriting has been the means 
of advancing him to good business positions. He is at 
present employed in the General Passenger and Ticket 
Office of the Canada Southern Railway lines, at Detroit, 
Mich. He is one of the most expert writers in the U. S. 


GASKELL’S COMPENDIUM consists of a full seriesof COPY SLIPS, PRINTED INSTRUCTIONS, ORN 
FLOURISHING, LETTERING, PEN-DRAWING, LADIES’ PENMANSHIP, &c., &c. By means of this oe 
system anyone can acquire a rapid and beautiful handwriting atodd hours without ateacher It is the finest series of 
penmanship ever published, and put up in durable and elegant form. PRICE, ONE DOLLAR, for which it will be mailed 
eugene anywhere, You need not take the trouble to go to the Post-Office to get a money order or to register your letter, 

ut, as you finish reading this, enclose a one dollar bill in your letter and send it at our risk. Address all orders to 


GASKELL’S COMPENDIUM, 57 Rose St., P. 0. Box 2767, New York. 








SCIENCE OF A NEW LIFE. 


The ‘* SCIENCE OF A NEW LIFE,” written by Joun Cowan, M. D., is worth its weight in gold to every 
thoughtful Man and Woman, and has received the highest testimonials and commendations from leading 
medical and religious critics; has been heartily indorsed by all the leading philanthrophists, and recom- 
mended to every well wisher of the human race. 


TO ALL WHO ARE MARRIED 


or are contemplating marriage, it will give information worth HUNDREDS OF DOLLARS, besides conferring 
a lasting benefit not only upon them, but upon their children. Every thinking man and woman should study 
this work. Any person desiring to know more about the book before purchasing it may send to us for our 
16-page descriptive circular, giving full and complete table of contents. It will be sent free by mai! to any 
address. The following is the table of contents: 

Chapter I.—Marriage and its Advantages. Chapter II.—Age at which to Marry. Chapter III.—The Law 
of Choice. Chapter IV.—Love Analyzed. Chapter V.—Qualities the Man should Avoid in Choosing. Chapter 
VI.—Qualities the Woman should Avoid in Choosing. Chapter VII.—The Anatomy and Physiology of Gene- 
ration in Woman.. Chapter VIII.—The Anatomy and Physiology of Generation in Man. Chapter IX.- 
Amativeness—Its Use and Abuse. Chapter X.—The Prevention of Conception. Chapter XI.—The Law of 
Continence. Chapter XII.—Children—Their Desirability. Chapter XIII].—The Law of Genius. Chapter 
XIV.—The Conception of a New Life. Chapter XV.—The Physiology of Inter-Uterine Growth. Chapter XVI.— 
Period of Gestative Influence. Chapter XVII.—Pregnancy—Its Signs and Duration. Chapter XVIII —Dis- 
orders of Pregnancy. Chapter XIX.—Confinement. Chapter XX.—Management of Mother and Child After 
Delivery. Chapter XXI.—Period of Nursing Influence. Chapter XXII.—Feeticide. Chapter XXIII.—Diseases 
Peculiar to Women, Chapter XXIV.—Diseases Peculiar to Men. Chapter XXV.—Masturbation. Chapter 
XXVI.—-Sterility and Impotence. Chapter XXVII.—Subject of which More might be Said. Chapter XXVIII. 
A Happy Married Life—How Secured. 

The book is a handsome Sve., and contains over 400 Pages, with more than 100 Iustrations, and is 
sold at the following prices: Enxlish Cloth, beveled boards, gilt side and back, $3; Leather, 
sprinkled edges, ©; Half Turkey Morocco, marbled edges, gilt back, $4. 

aa Sent by mail, securely sealed, to any address on receipt of price. Send money by P. 0. 
money order or registered letter at our risk. AGENTS WA ED, to whom we offer liberal 
terms, Send all orders and applications for an Agency to is 


P. O. Box 2767. J. 8. OGILVIE, Publisher, 57 Rose St., New York. 


JUDGE. 


ARE YOU THINKING ABOUT 
BUILDING A HOUSE? 
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If you are, you ought to buy the new book, Pallise 
American Architecture, or every man a complete builder, 
prepared by Palliser, Palliser & Co., the well known architects, 

There is not a Builder or any one intending to Build or 
otherwise interested that can afford to be without it. It isa 
practical work and everybody buys it. The best, cheapest and 
most popular work ever issued on building. Nearly four hun- 
dred drawings. A $5 book in size and style, but we have deter- 
mined to make it meet the popular demand, to suit the times, so 
that it can be easily reached by all. . 

This book contains 104 pages 11 x 14 inches in size, and con- 
sists of large 9x 12 plate pages giving plans, elevations, per- 
spective views, descriptions, owners’ names, actual cost of con- 
struction, no guess work, and instructions How to Build 
70 Cottages, Villas, Double Houses, Brick Block Houses, suitable 
for city suburbs, town and country, houses for the farm and 
workingmen’s homes for all sections of the country, and costing 
from $300 to $6,500 ; also Barns, Stables, School House, Town 
Hall, Churches, and other public buildings, together with speci- 
fications, form of contract, and a large amount of information on 
the erection of buildings, selection of site, employment of Archi- 
tects. It is worth $5.00 to any one, but I will send it in paper 
cover by mail postpaid on receipt of $1.00; bound in cloth, $2.00. 

Address all orders tc J. 8. OGILVIE, PUBLISHER, 

P. O. Box 2767. 57 Rose St., New York. 











P.O.Box 2767. 


GATHERED GEMS 


A NEW BOOK, COMPRISING A SERIES OF 


Thirty of the Best Sermons 


EVER DELIVERED BY 


Rov. T. De Witt Talmage, 0.0, 


+ 


' 
‘ 


Who is, without any question, the most Popular Preaoher of the Century, 


THIS BOOK ALSO CONTAINS 


THE COMPLETE LIFE OF THIS FAMOUS PREACHER. 


ALSO 20 FULL-PAGE ILLUSTRATIONS. 


Woman: Her Power and Privileges; Six Sermons entitled the 
Battle for Bread, on the Relations of Labor and Capital. 


this wonderfully successful man there are none but will be glad to have this ! 


sar It contains 725 pages, and is sold at the following remarkably low |" 


in order that every family may be provided with a copy of it. 


It contains Thirteen Sermons on the Wedding Ring; Twelve Sermons on 


In addition to the thirty-one sermons described above, the book also co 'alns 
the complete Life of Rev. T. De Witt Talmage, D.D., with a history of the Bro: klyn 
Tabernacle. Edited by John Lobb, F.R.G.8S. This history of his life is alone \ rth 
much more than the price of the book, and contains facts in reference to his arly 
struggles and experiences which have never before appeared in print i" ‘his 
country. 

Among the hundreds of thousands of people who have read the utteran: 4 


“eR, 


PRICES : Bound in handsome Silk Cloth, with Ink and Gold 


Sent by mail, post-paid, to any address on receipt of price. 


AGENTS WANTED in every town to sell this book. 50 per cen 
count to live men and women. 

To any person who mentions this publication I will send a Prospectus |" ° 
with full particulars, and a copy of the book, bound in cloth, for $1.50, Eeowie 
you state that you wish to act as agent and state what territory you can ' 
advantage. Address all orders and applications for an agency to 


J, S. OGILVIE, Publisher, 57 Rose Street, New York. 


Stamp, $1.50 ; bound in Half Russia, Marbled Edges, $2.0: 
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WE PURE LIFE INSURANCE AT ACTUAL COST 


FOURTH ANNUAL STATEMENT OF 


THE NATIONAL ALLIANCE, 


oF NEV Tone, 


FOR THE YEAR ENDING DECEMBER 31, 1888 
Home Office, Temple Court, New York. 


H. M. MUNSELL, President. A. C. HUNT, Secretary. 














TOTAL ASSETS JANUARY Ist, a wink Sinn oeewena Sweee rm 989,14 
Death ‘‘laims Unpaid......... wee ccccccccce --.-- None 
Death ‘ laims Resisted ++ eee atten eee eeeee cen eeteeee ee eeee es seeeceeese cesses eeseesseeees None 
Amount of New Insurance Written im 1888............cceccscceccccsecccccccccecccccceeesenes $5,153,500 
Total Amount of Insurance in Force January Ist, 1889.............+ eeeccccccsseccccecoococes $13,540,500 





Extract from Statement of the President. 


New York, February 20, 1889, 


To the Directors and other Members of the National Alliance :— 

GENTLEMEN—The National Alliance issued its first policy in November, 1885, and each year has shown a 
hands» ue increase in its business. 

The cost of carrying a policy in the National Alliance for the past three years, we believe, has been much 
lower than in any life insurance company ever organized, considering the volume of business in force. 

Th past year has been one of prosperity in the steady increase of our membership, as well as in the 
eontinicd low death-rate and correspondingly low cost of insurance furnished. We congratulate our mem- 
bers m the sound financial condition of the Company at the beginning of the current year, and its 
contin:icd prosperity. 

Jan ary 1st, 1889, the Company had in force 3,474 policies, covering $13,540,500 insurance, an increase of 
$2,398,500, a net gain of over 21 per cent. 

It i» our aim to make the National Alliance the leading life insurance company of this country by fur- 
nishiny its policyholders insurance at the lowest possible cost. In proof of this we point with pride to our 
past record, and guarantee our patrons the same careful management in future. 


WE CLOSED THE YEAR 1888 WITHOUT A DEATH CLAIM UNPAID, AND WITHOUT A CONTESTED 


LOSS Respectfully yours, H. M. MUNSELL, President. 


SYNOPSIS OF THE REPORT OF THE EXECUTIVE COM. OF THE NATIONAL ALLIANCE, 


To the Directors and Members of the National Alliance :— New Yor, February 20, 1889. 

The amount of new insurance written and accepted in 1888, on new and carefully selected lines, is some- 
thing in which we may all feel a just and honorable pride. There can be no better evidence of the prosperity 
of a life insurance company than a steady and healthy increase in number of policyholders and amount 
at risk 

The losses for 1888 were but $77,000, instead of $120,818,39, as was to be expected by the American 
Experience Tables of Mortality. The table premium rates of The National Alliance (six ‘full bi- monthly 
mortuary calls) are equal to the Mortality Table, with 33 1-3 per cent. added for the Reserve Fund. The fuil 
number of Mortuary Premiums were not required during 1888, and but 66 2-3 per cent. of the same was 
collected, the reduction being $53,771.80, which was equal to a ‘dividend of 33 1-3 per cent. 

HENRY E. SIMMONS, A. C. HUNT, 
JOHN LEBOUTILLIER B. F. TRACY, 


Executive Committee. 
H. M. MUNSELL, 
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Claims Paid. 
$14,000,000 INSURANCE IN FORCE. 


Half Million Gain per Month. 


NO JUST CLAIMS DUE AND UNPAID. 


THE BEST LIFE INSURANCE POLICY !S TO BE HAD 


—IN THE— 


Home Benefit Association. 


137 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 


WM. A. CAMP, 


President. 


H. 0. BROWNELL, 
Vice-Pres't and Gen’l Manager. 





J. Q. PREBLE & CO. 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


Blank BOOKS, ENve 





TABLETS, PADS AND PAPETERIES. 


We are the Only House in the United States who Manufacture this Complete Combined Line of Goods. 


10 &12 THOMAS STREET, NEW YORK. 


Factories at Saugerties, N. Y. 










CGCOOD NEWS 
To LADIES. 


“Greatest offer. Now's your time 
to get orders for our celebrated 
Teas, Coffees and Bakin 
Powder, and secure a beantifa 
Gold Band or Moss Rose China 
Tea Set, Dinner 8S t, Gold Band 
Moss Rose _Toilet Set, Watch, Brass Lamp, Castor, or 


GOMPANY 


Webster's Dictionar: For particulars address 


Opes, Writing Papers, HTOGEST WaMOns His 


P. O. Box 289. and 33 Vesey St., New York. 





WHAT DID YOU SAY, SIR? 


AURAL CARBON 


A NEW DISCOVERY FOR THE CURE OF 


DEAFNESS! 


By Dr. ADOLPH KNORR, Dresden, Saxony. 
Call or address for book J D. HOWE & CO. 
Wholesale Agents U.S. and Canada, 

44 West 230 Street, New York. 











<{ Lithographing Ro, 
_" No. 110 Firth Avenue, 


Cor. Sixteenth Street, 
NEW YORK. 


“<1 Fine Color and Commercial Work >> 


OF EVERY DESCRIPTION, 


zl 2 a 8 Wilhelms pb 








Show Gards, Labels, Advertising Novelties, 


—AND— 


CARDS, FASHION PLATES AND PAMPHLETS. 


it TER, BILL, ann NOTE HEADS, BONDS, CERTIFICATES, ETC. 
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Porcelain Fillings to match the Teeth. 


DOWN-TOWN 


PORCELAIN DENTAL ART. 
Porcelain Bridges—teeth without Plates. 
GOLD CROWN WORK. 


ALL THE FINEST BRANCHES OF DENTISTRY PERFORMED BY 


CG. DEWITT HENRY, D.D.S., 


PARLORS. 


REFERS BY PERMISSION TO ALL THE DOWN-TOWN PHYSICIANS AND DRUGGISTS. 


POTTER BUILDING, 
Room 888. 38 Park Rov. 





Fou UNTAIN AND STYLO PENS 





‘INDEPENDENT® 


STYLOGRAPHIC PEN. 


Writes as smoothly as a Lead Pencil, 


ie * 


Fountain Fene, $1.50 and upward. 


The FOUNTAIN PEN consists of a 
highly finished hard rubber holder, fitted 
with a superior 14-kt. GOLD PEN to suit 
any writer. 


SIMPLEST AND CHEAPEST. 
PRICE $1 AND UPWARD, EVERY PEN WARRANTED. 


and is ALWAYS READY FOR USE. 
ULLRICH & CO., 


106 and 108 Liberty Street, New York. 
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you think so ?” 


OLD BOARDER—‘‘ Pompous ! I guess you'd look pompous if you'd captured 





CAUSE FOR HAUTEUR. 
NEW BOARDER -‘* What a pompous looking man that Mr. Darby is; don't 
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Mf! 
NOT THAT KIND OF FENCE. 
Mrs. TuNWAIt—‘“ Do you think a course of fencing would—er—er—make 
me less conspicuous ?” 
INSTRUCTOR’S SMALL BROTHER—“‘ Tell her yes, Bertha, if she builds it high 


the strawberry out of the short-cake for three successive days, as he has!” enough.” 


HIS AFFLICTION. 

‘*You ain’t lookin’ quite ’s 
well as usual,” remarked the 
village doctor as he met Uncle 
Bill Merritt coming down the 
village street. 

‘*No, doc; I’m feelin’ kinder 
pindiin’ like sence I met with 
thet thar accident,” was the 
reply. ‘‘Ain’t heered on it? 
Waal, I swow! it takes things 
a pow ful long time ter git cir- 
c lated ’round this town, Ain’: 
heard on it? Why, doc, I’m 
nigh ‘bout dead. Yer see it 
wuz this way. My woman, 
she says ter me las’ Sabbath 
evenin, ‘William,’ she says, 
‘you've got ter git up peart an’ 
early, and peel some runt per- 
taters for the hogs. ‘F yer 
want roast-pork and apple-sass 
fer New-Year'’s you’ve got ter 
keep them animiles fed,’ she 
says. 

‘*Waal, I hopped out 'r bed 
Monday mornin’, *bout four 
o’clock—darker ’n Tophet, doc 
—went down in th’livin’-room, 
felt round fer a match an’ not 


findin’ one went down cellar, trusting ter luck.” 
‘*Fell down stairs?” asked the doctor. 


‘‘No; I got th’ pertaters all 
rightan’ come up safe. Mary, 
she allus gits mad ’f I muss 
things up, so I onlocked the 
back door an’steppin’ out took 
a seat on th’ milk-bench on th’ 
porch. As I set down I took 
notice that th’ seat wuz kinder 
damp like, an’ all of a suddent 
it flashed acrost me that Mary 
‘d been a-paintin’ things th’ 
Saterday afore, an’ probly th’ 
milk-bench wuz one o’ th 
things she'd teched up. Thinks 
I ter m’self, says I, ‘ Bill, as long 
as youre in the stew you might 
jest ez well stay thar; an’, doc, 
I did stay thar till daylight, a- 
settin’on that air bench a-peelin’ 
pertaters. When daylight come 
along, what d’ yer s pose ?” 

‘*You probably got off the 
bench and wentinto the house.” 

‘*Got offn the bench? You 
jest bet your suspenders I did, 
an’ blamed lively to! Why, 
doc, what I'd been a-settin’ on, 
in room of bein’ paint, wuz 
hoar frost, an’ it struck in, an’ ’f 
you know anybody who wants 
a yard ‘r two ef fust-class rheummytism send ’m t’ me an’ I'll meas- 


ure it off fer ’m free-gratis-fer-nothin’ an’ an ile-paintin’ thrown in.” 





SE ber DA aL ey 
s 
JUST THE OTHER WAY. 


He—* I never met any one who could talk and play at the same time with so 
much ease as you. I don’tsuppose you use your brain at all in playing ?” 
SHE—‘‘Oh yes, indeed, altogether; but I don’t use it in my conversation.” 









INSURE IN THE LARGEST AND BEST COMPANY, 


The Mutual Life Insurance Co. 


Cr Navy is Gere... 











RICHARD A. McCurby, ASSETS, 


PRESIDENT. OVER $126,000,000. 


le 


nl \\ 


| 


WY — 
—_W i ‘|: 

: U i; Bb 3\ 

a a A =—— 


3 ie 
UME 


Wi 


mae | ROE 


ae 

Mm ~ *y 
‘sal 

‘}: 


—— i SS = 22 = = = age oe 


Issues every  Seainaite repr” of Policy. 
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IT HAS PAID uinenene SINCE IFS ORGANIZATION 
Over $2'70,000,000. 
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The following figures show the growth of the Assets of the Mutual Life Insurance Company of New York 


FROM 1845 TO 1889, 


Reckoning a Period of every Ten Years from 1845, 


1845 - . - - $97,49034 || Jan.1,1886 - $108,908,967.51 


1355 - - - 2,850,077.56 | “« 11,1887 - - 114,181,963.24 
1365 - F . - 12,2385,.407.86  “ 11,1888 - 118,806,851 88 
1875 - - - 7244697006 “ 11889 - - 126,082,153.56 


103,876,178.51 
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EQUITABLE LIFE 


ASSURANCE SOCIETY'S 
NEW FORM OF POLICY 


[LIKE A BANK DRAFT,] 


IS A SIMPLE PROMISE TO PAY. 
NO CONDITIONS WHATEVER ON THE BACK. 
INCONTESTABLE AFTER TWO YEARS. 
NON-FORFEITABLE AFTER THREE YEARS. 


UNRESTRICTED AS TO TRAVEL AND OCCUPATION AFTER 
ONE YEAR. 


PAYABLE IMMEDIATELY. TONTINE PROFITS. 


A CHOICE OF SIX METHODS OF SETTLEMENT AT THE 
END OF THE TONTINE PERIOD. 


For particulars, apply to the chief office, 120 Broadway, New 
York, or to any of the Society’s Agencies throughout the United 
States. 


H. B. HYDE, presivenr. J. W. ALEXANDER, vice-PresIDENT. 











LIEBIG COMPANY'S’ 


EXTRACT OF MEAT. 
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AS A STOCK FOR SOUPS, SAUCES, AND MADE DISHES 


This Extract forms the finest meat-flavoring ingredient for meat and vegetable soups, gravies, sauces and made- 
dishes. A slight addition of it enables the cook to impart at once the delicate and fine flavor on which the success 
of good cookery so greatly depends. Also as BEEF TEA, an efficient: Tonic and Stimulant, very soothing and 


refreshing. CAUTION. 


Ask for LIEBIG COMPANY’S EXTRACT 
OF MEAT, and see that each jar bears the 
Signature in Blue of JUSTUS VON LIEBIG. 
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